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N Name, as Publiſher 
YA bl of the following Miſ⸗ 


cellanies, I am ſenſi- 
bie is but a ſlight Recommen- 
dation of them to the Publick ; 


but the Ton S Opinion of 


* 3 them 
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them will be raiſed, when it ſees 
j them addreſs d to Mr. Congrewe. 
If the Patron is but known to 
have a Taſte for what is preſen- | 
ted to him, it gives an hopeful | 
Idea of he Work; how much 
more, when He is an acknow- | 
| ledg'd Maſter of the Art He is 
deſired to Favour ? Your juſt | 
Succeſs in the various Parts of 
Poetry, will make Your Ann | 
bation of the following Sheets || 
2 Favour to many Ingenious 
1 whoſe Modeſty 
wants the Sanction of ſuch an 
Authority. Meg "oy your Ta- | 
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1 2e Dekan 
lents oblige the World, when 


they are ſtudious to produce in 
others the Similitude of their 


Excellencies. Your great Diſ- 
cerning in diſtinguiſhing the 


Characters of M ankind, which 


is manifeſted in Your Come- 


dies, renders Your good Opi- 
nion a juſt Foundation for the 
| Efteemofother Men. I know, 
indeed, no Argument againſt 
theſe Collections, inCompari- 

ſonof any other Ionſon has here- 


tofore Printed; but that there 
are in it no Verſes of Vours: 
That gentle, free, and eaſie Fa- 


7 The Neat 


culty, which alſo in Songs and 
ſhort Poems, You poſſeſsabove 
all others, diſtinguiſhes it ſelf 


where. ever it appears. I cannot 
but inſtance Your inimitable 


DORIS, which excels, for Po- 


liteneſs, fine Raillery, and court- 
I Satyr, any Thing we can meet 
with in any Language, 
Give me leave to tell You, 
that when I conſider Your Ca- 
pacity this Way, I cannot e- 
nough Applaud the Goodneſs 
of Your Mind, that has given 
ſo few Examples oftheſe Seve- 
rities, under the Temptation of 
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ſogreat Applauſe, as the ill na- 
tured World beſtows on them, 


tho addreſſed without any Mix- 1 


ture of Your Delicacy. 


I cannot leave my Favourite 


tice how much that ſhort Per- 
formance diſcovers a True 


1 Knowledge of Life. DORIS 


is the Character of a Libertine 
Woman of Condition, and the 


Satyr is work' d up according- 


1: For People of Quality are 
ſeldom touched with any Re- 


preſentation of their Vices, but 


Ridiculous 1 2 3 As 


in a Light which makes them 4 


The Dedication. 

As much as Eſteem Voufor 

Your: Excellent Writings, by 
which You are an Honour to 

our Nation; I chuſe rather, as 

one that has paſſed many Hap- 


py y Hours with You, to cele- 


brate that eaſie Condeſrention 
of Mind, and Command of a 
pleaſant Imagination, Which 

give You the uncommon Praiſe 


of a Man of Wit, always t6 
pleaſe and never to offend. No 


7 one, after a joyful Evening, 


can reflect upon an Expreſſion 
of Mr. Congyevt b 20 that dwells | 


* 


The Dedication. "= 
6's Man capable of Exer- 
ting | himſelf any Way, this 


(whatever the Vain and IlEnatu- 


red may think of the Matter 
is an Excellence above the 
brighteſt Sallies of Imagination. 
The Reflection upon this G 
moſt equal, amiable, and cor- 
rect Behaviour, which can be 
obſerved only by your intimate 
Acquaintance, has quite diver- 
ted me from acknowledging 
Pour ſeveral Excellencies as a 
Writer; but to dwell particular- 
ly on thoſe Subjects, would 


have no very good Effect upon 
1 
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the following Performances of 
my Self and Friends: Thus I 
confeſs to You, your Modeſty is 
ſpared only by my Vanity, and 
yet J Hope You will give me 
leave to indulge it yet further, 
in telling all the World, 1 am, 
with ne Tra 
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muſt Hunbl 6 Servant, 
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Wirꝝ off B A T 2 
A 

PROLOGUE, 
From CH AU E R. 


D the Wors of Matrimonial Lie, 
And hear with Rev' rence an expe- 2 
rienc'd Wife! N - , 


- 


FJ 


= 


— 


Neem 
N RIVA 


To dear-bou gr Wiſdom 85 ve the 
Credit due, 

And think, for once, a Woman tells you true. 
In all theſe Trials I have born a nn 
1 was my ſelf che Scourge that caus'd the Smart; 

9 3 2 N For, 


4 2 Ef 


For, ſince Fifteen, in Triumph have Iled 

Free 5 Husbands from the Church t to Bed. 
Chriſt ſaw a | Wedding once, the Scripture dae, 

And ſaw but one, tis thought, in all his Days; 3 

Whence ſome. infer, whoſe Conſcience i is too nice, 


A. 


N 0 pious Chriſtian ought to mam twice. 


Blut let them read, and folve me, if they can, 
| The Words addreſt | to the Samaritan: ; | 
Five times in lawful Wedlock ſhe was join d; 
And fure t the certain z Stint was ne'er r defined. 


x 


 Encreaſe on multiply was Heav'ns Command, 
And that's a Text I clearly underſtand, 
This too, Let Men their Sires and Mothers haves 
And to their dearer Wives for ever cl cave. 
| More Wives than One by Solomon Were 0 d, 
Or elſe che Wiſci of Mankind's 's bely'd. ; 


MI SCE LLANIE S. «5 
I've had, my ſelf, full many a merry Fit, 
And truſt in Heav'n I may have many yet. 
For when my tranſitory Spouſe, unkind 
Shall die, and leave his woful Wife behind, 
Tul take the next good Chriſtian I can find. 


Paul, knowing One cou'd never ſerve our Tm 
Declar'd''twas better far to Wed, than Burn; 
There's Danger i in aſſembling Fire and Tow, 

I grant em that, and what it means you know. 
The ſame Apoſtle too has elſewhere own'd * | 
No Precept for Virginity he fourd:-- - + i #2 © 
"Tis but a Counſel ——— and we! Women ſtill A 
Take which we like, the Counſel, or our Will. 


ba» DO 
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I Envy not their Bliſs, if He or. She | 120 . 1 41 
. 


Think fit to live in perfect Chaſtity,” bk 0104 
Pure let them be, and free from Taint of Vice; ; 


_ —_ 


I, for a few flight Spots, am not ſo n nice... 


„ ob 


Heay'n calls us different Ways, on theſe beſtows 

One proper Gift, another grants to thoſe: 3 

Not ev'ry Man's oblig'd to ſell his Store, 

And give up all his Subſtance to the Poor $ 
Such as are perfect, may, I can't deny; 

But by you Leave, Divines, ſo am not I. 


Full many a Saint, fince firſt the World began 
Liv'd a an unſpotted Maid in ſpite of Man: 
Let ſuch (a God's Name) with fine Wheat be fed, ; 

And let us honeſt Wives cat Barley Bread. 
For me, I'll keep the Poſt align d by Heav'n, 
And uſe the copious Talent it has giv'n; * 
Let my good Spouſe pay Tribute, do me Right, 
And keep an equal Reck' ning ev ry Night; 3 | 
His proper Body is not his, but mine: 
For ſo ſaid COS and Pauls a found: Divine. : 
ths thes. of wah five Husbands 1 hays bad, 


Three were Juſt tolerable, two were bad, = 


422 
. " * 


MISCELLANIES. © If 
The three were Old, but rich and fond befide, _ 
And toil'd moſt piteouſly to pleaſe their Bride: 
But ſince their Wealth (the beſt they had) was mine, 


I The reſt, without much Loſs, I cou'd reſign. 


Brsͤure to be lov'd, I took no Pains to pleaſe, _ 
| Yet had more Pleaſure far than they had Eaſe. 

Preſents flow'dinapace : With Sho wt ef Gold, | 
They made their Court, like Jupiter of old. i 
If I but ſmil'd, a fudden Youth they found, 

And a new Palſie ſeiz d them when I frown'd. 

„„ 
Te Sov'reign Wives! give Ear, and underſtands 
Thus ſhall ye ſpeak, and excerciſe Command. 
For never was it giv'n to Mortal Man, 
To lye fo boldly as we Women can. 
Forſwear the Fact, tho' ſeen with both his Epen 
And call your Maids to Witneſs __ he. _ 


Hark old Sir Paul 0 twas thus I t to 4 Se 
Whence is our Neighbour sWite fo ab 89? 1 


a ETA 
Treated, careſs d, where-c'er ſhe's pleas'd to roam--- 
I fit in Tatters, and i mmur'd at home! be) 
Why to her Houſe do'ſt thou ſo oft _ 

Art thou ſo Amorous? Is ſhe ſo fair? 

If I but ſee a Couſin or a Friend, 

Lord! how you ſwell, and rage like any Fiend l 

But you reel home, a drunken beaſtly Bear, 

Then preach till Midnight in your eaſie Chair; 

Cry Wives are falſe, and ev'ry Woman evil, 
And 11 up all that's Female to the Devil. 


If poor (you fg) ſhe drains her Husband's dad 
If rich, ſhe keeps her Prieſt, or „ worſe; 
If highly born, intolerably vain; 

Vapours and Pride by turns poſſeſs her Brain : 
Now gayly Mad, now ſow'rly Splenatick, | 

F reakiſh when well, and fretful when ſhe's Sick. 
If fair, then Chaſt ſhe cannot long abide, 

By preſſing Youth artack'd on ey'ry ſide. 

If foul, her Wealth the luſty Lover lares, 

Or elſe her Wit ſome Fool -Gallant procures, 


og” 
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Or elſe ſhe Dances with becoming Grey £1541 5 


Or Shape excuſes the Defedcts of Face. 
There ſwims no Gooſe ſo gray, but, ſoon or late, 
She finds ſome honeſt Gander for her Mate. 


/ 


| Hen (thou ſay) and Aſſes, Men may try; 


And ſound ſuſpected Veſſels ere they buy, 


But Wives, a random Choice, untry'd they take; | 
They dream in Courtſhip, but in Wedlock wake. | 


Then, nor till then, the Velſs remov'd away, 


And all the Woman moo in * Dan 


; You tell me, to preſerve your Wife's good Grace, 
Your Eyes muſt always languiſh on my Face, 


Your Tongue with conſtant Flatt'ries feed my Ear, 


And tag each Sentence with, My Life ! my Dear! 
If, by ſtrange Chance, a modeſt Bluſh be rais'd 
Be ſure my fine Complexion muſt be Prais d: 

: My. Garments always mult be new and gay, 


g And F caſts ſtill kept upon my Wedding-Day : 
| Fon Then 


— 
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Then muſt my Nurſe be pleas d, and Fav rite Maid; 


And endleſs Treats, and endleſs Viſits paid, 
To a long Train of Kindred, Friends, Allies; 
All this thou ſay'ſt, and all thou ſay'ſt are Lies. 


On Jenten too you caſt a ſquinting Eye ; 
What? can our Prentice raiſe your Jealouſie! N 
Freſh are his ruddy Cheeks, his Forehead fair, 
And like the burniſh'd Gold his curling Hair. 

But clear that wrinkled Brow, and quit thy Sorrow, 
I'd ſcorn your Prentice, ſhou'd you die to-morrow, 


Why are thy Cheſtsall lockt? On what Deſign? 


Are not thy Worldly Goods and Treaſure mine? 


Sir, I'm no Fool: Nor ſhall you, by St. John, 
Have Goods and Body to your ſelf alone. 
One you ſhall quit in ſpight of both your Eyes 
I heed not, 1 the Bolts, the Locks, the Spies. 
If you had Wit, you'd ſay, © Go where you vill 
Shen: Dear Spouſe, I * not the Tales they tell. 
N | 6 Take T 


Doubt not, ſufficient will be left at Night. 
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4 Take all the Freedoms of a married Life 
« I know thee for a virtuous, faithful Wife. 


Lord! When you have enough, what need you 
h How merrily ſoever others fare? (care 


| Tho' all the Day I take and give Delight, 


_ *Tis but a juſt and rational Deſire, + 
- To light a Taper at a Neighbour's Fire. 


| There's Danger too, you think, in rich Arrayy | 

And none can long be modeſt that are gap. 
The Cat, if you but ſinge her Tabby Skin, 
The Chimney keeps, and fits content within * 
But once grown ſleek, will from her Corner ruti, 
Sport with her Tail, and wanton in the Suns 
* She licks her fair round Face, and frisks broad 

| To ſhow her Furr, and to > be Catterwaw d. 


| "To 1 < Friends, I 9 to ny Defires Y 
Theſe three right Ancient Venerable Sires. 


= — TY 4 DS — ag A l 4 Fra 
reer " 
p . Y | | | 
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I told 'em, Thus you ſay, and thus Dou do- PEW SELY 


And told *em falſe, but Fenkin ſwore it was true. 

I, like a Dog, cou'd bite as well as whine:-: 

And firſt complain'd, whene'er the Guilt was mine. 

I tax'd them oft with Wenching and Amours, 

When their weak. Legs ſcarce l em out t of 
Doors; 

And ſwore the Rambles that I took bi Night, 

Were all to {ſpy what Damſels they bedight. 

That Colour brought me many Hours of Mirth; 
F or all this Wit is giv'n us from our Birth: 
Heav'n gave to Woman the peculiar Grace 451 
To ſpin, to weep, and cully Human Race. 
Buy this nice Conduct and this prudent Courſe, 

By Murmuring, Wheedling, Stratagem and Force, 
I fil prevail'd, and wou'd be in the right, 

Or Cartain-Le&ures made a reſtleſs Night. 
If once my Husband's Arm was o'er my Side, 1 
What? ſo familiar with your Spouſe? I cry'd: 
I levied firſt a Tax upon his Need. 
T hen let: him — twas a Nicety indeed! j 


USE L L. 4 . 


Let all Mankind this certain Miao bold, 
Marry who will, gur Sex is to be Sold! 
With empty Hands no Taſſels you can lore, 
But. fulſom Love for Gain we can endure: 
For Gold we love the Impotent and Old, 
And heaye, and pant, and kiſs, and cling, for Gold. 
Vet with Embraces, Curſes oft I mixt, 
Then kitt again, and chid and rail'd betwixt. . 
Well, I may m ake my Will in Peace, and die, 
\ ord in their Arrears am I. 
; To drop a dear Diſpute I was unable, 5 
Ev'n tho the Pope himſelf had ſate at Table. 
But when my Point was gain'd, then thus I wo 
« Billy, my dear! how ſheepiſhly you look? 
ee « Approach my Spouſe, and let me kiſs thy Cheek ;- 
* Thou ſnould'ſt be always thus, reſign d and meck ! 
'C Of Job's great Patience ſince ſo oft you preach, 
cc Well ſhou'd you. practiſe, who ſo well canteach. 
00 < "is ſomething difficult I muſt allow, 


3] or not one 


« Ts by * deareſt, will inſtruct you how. 
* Great 


24 : 1 
1 % * 185 8. 1 FO 
2 $6 — MW a, 


cc One of * two muſt rule, a a | one I 
cc And fince in Man right Reaſon bears the Sway, 
Let that frail Thing, weak Woman, have! her Way ; 5 
cc The Wives of all our Race have ever rubd ; 1 
Their tender Husbands, and their Paſſions col as 
c Fye, has unmanly thus to ** * n 4 


& Why take me Love! take all X wy 8 

4 * Here': $ your Revenge!) ou love i it at your Heart- ; 

; c W ow'd'T vouchſafe 1 to ſell what Nature gave, 

| ; | ; 7 . 66 You little think what Cuſtom I cou'd bave? 
cc Butfee! I'm all your own---nay hold fe Jy Shame! 1 4 

N * n are to blame. 


* 


Thus with my rt three Lords I paſt my Life „ 
A very Woman and a very Wife! 2 1 
j What Sums from theſe firſt Spouſes I cou'd 245 
Procur' young Husbands in my fiper . TY 
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ö L 'Tho' paſt, my Bloom, not yet decay'd was I, 
= Wanton and wild, and chatter'd like a bye. 
| To Country Dances moſt 1 did excell, © 

And ſung as ſyeet a Evening Philomel. 
| 2 Sear | my Quail-pipe, and refreſh my Soul, 

d the Spicy N ut- brown Bowl 

oe [i <7" Wines, Fas youu Wood i War | 


2 Liq "<A h > fourh muſt have a Lect Tully a 
Wige lets no Lover unrewarded 83 
As all brug Gameſſers by Experience id * F 


But oh . Gods! whene* er W 1 eil, IF 
On al the Joys of Youth and Beauty paſt,' A 
To find i in Pleaſures I have had my Part, 

Still warms me to the Bottom of my Heart. 

This wicked World was once my dear Delights 1 
Now all my Conqueſts, any Chnenogrodnight 
iges The Flour conſum'd, the beſt that now 1 en 

ls $ © en to make my Markets of the Bran. 


J.. 


* 


OG 


My fourth dear Spouſe was not exceeding true 7 
He kept. Was thought t, a private M is or two: 
But all that Score I paid —2 how? e fay * 


N ot with my Body, in a filthy way 
But I fo dreſt, and danc'd, and drank, and din d; 


And view'd a Friend, with Eyes ſo very kind, 
As ſtung his Heart, and made his Marrow fry . | 
With burning, Rage, and frantic Jealouſic. | N 

His Soul, I ho; ny 


£ 
CY 


pe, enjoys perpetualiGlory,” 
For here-on Earth 1 was his purgatory. ee 1 LY a 
Ott, when his Shoe the moſt ſeverely wrungs” * 
He put on careleſs Airs, and ſat and ſung. 
How fore I gall'd him, only Heav' n cou'd know, 
And he that felt, and I that caus d the Woe. 5 
He dy d when laſt from Pilgrimage I came, Pl 
With other Goſſips, from Feruſalem, | 
And now lies buried underneath a Rood, mw 
Fair to be ſeen, and rear d of honeſt Wood. ** 
AM omb, indeed, with fewer Sculptures ene, 
Than that Muſter” Pious Widow PROS 


& 


N 
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Or where inſhrin'd the great Darius lay z 

But Coſt on Graves is meerly thrown away. 
The Pit fill'd up, with Turf we cover'd o'er, 
So bleſs the good Man's Soul, I fay no more. 


Now for my fifth lov'd Lord, the laſt and beſt 


(Kind Heav'n afford him everlaſting Reſt) 


Full hearty was his Love, and I can ſhew _ 

The Tokens on my Ribs, in Black and Blue: 
Yet, with a Knack, my Heart he cou'd 1 won, 
While yet the Smart was ſhooting in the Bone. 
How quaint an Appetite i in Women reigns! 

Free Gifts we ſcorn,- and love what coſts us Pang 2 
Let Men avoid us, and on them we leap; 

A glutted Market makes Proviſion cheap. 


To wen ape _ I took this jovial kk 
Of Oxford he, a moſt egregious Clerk : 
He boarded with a Widow i in the Town, 


| * Goſſip. one Dr Aiſon. 


* 


*. Full 


To her I told whatever did befal; 


That cer he told A Secret to his Dame. ö 
| It fo befell, in Holy Time of Lew, 


That oft a Day I to this Goſſip went; 
(My Husband, thank my Stars, was out of Town) 


Viſits to ev'ry Church we daily paid, 
| And march'd in ev'ry holy Maſquerade, 7 4; 


Not much we faſted, but ſcarce ever flept. 


8 POETICAL: 


Full well the Secrets of my Soul ſhe knew, 
Better than e' er our Pariſh Prieſt cou'd do. 


Had but my Husband Piſt againſt a Wall, 

Or done a thing that might have coſt his Life, 
She---and my Neice---and one more worthy Wife 
Had known it all: What moſt he wou'd conceal, | 
To theſe I made no Scruple to reveal. 

Oft has he bluſh'd from Ear to Ear for Shame, [ 


From Houſe to Houſe we rambled up and down, 
This Clerk, my ſelf, and my good Neighbour Alce, | 
To ſee, be ſeen, to tell, and gather Tales; . 


— 


The Stations duly, and the Vigils kept 0 
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At Sermons too I ſhone in Scarlet gay; 

The waſting Moth ne'er ſpoil'd my beſt Array; 
The _ was this; I wore it ev'ry Day. 


rwe when freſh May her early Bloſſoms yields 
The Clerk and I were walking 1 in the Fields. 
We grew ſo intimate, I can't tell how, . 2M 
I pawn'd my Honour and ingag'd my Vow, | 
If c'er I laid my Husband in his Urn, 
That he, and only he, ſhou'd ſerve my Turn. 
We ftrait ſtruck Hands; the Bargain was agreed 
I fill have ſhifts againſt a Time of Need: 
The. Mouſe that always truſts to one poor — 
n never be a Mouſe of any Soul. 


I vovw'd, Iſcarce cou'd ſleep ſince firſtT knew him, 
And druft be ſworn he had Bewitch'd me to him; 


And Dreams foretel, as Learned Men have ſhown: 


If cr I ſlept, I dream'd of him alone, 0 


All this I ſaid; but Dream, Sirs, I had none. 


1 r 
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I follow'd 10 my crafty Crony” 8 Lore, 
Who bid me tell this LE and Fanny more. 


— * 


Thus Day by Day, * Month TM Month wehaldh 
It pleas'd the Lord to take my Spouſe at laſt! 

I tore my Gown, I ſoil'd my Locks with Duſt, 
And beat my Breaſts, as wretched Widows--muſt. 
Before my Face my Handkerchief I ſpread, 

To hide the Flood of Tears I did nor ſhed. 

The good Man's Coffin to the Church was born; 
Around, the Neighbours, and my Clerk too, mourn. 
But as he march'd, good Gods! he ſhow'd a Pair ä 
Of Legs and Feet, ſo. clean, ſo ſtrong, ſo fair! $14 

Of twenty Winters Age he ſeem'd to bez 
I (to fay truth) was twenty more than he: 

But vig'rous ſtill, a lively buxom Dame, 

And had a wond'rous Gift to quench a F lame. 

A Conjurer once that deeply | cou'd divine, 
Afur'd me, Mars in Taurus was my Sign. 

As the Stars order'd, ſuch my Life has been: 
Alas, alas, that ever Love was Sin! Fair 


MISCELLANIES 2 


Fair Venus gave me Fire and ſprightly Grace, 
And Mars Aſſurance, and a dauntleſs Face. 
By Vertue of this pow'rful Conſtellation, | 
I follow'd always my own Inclination. 


But to my Tale: A Month ſcarce paſs'd away, 
With Dance and Song we kept the Nuptial Day. 
AIlI poſſeſsd I gave to his Command, 
My Goods and Chattels, Mony, Houſe, and Land: 
But oft repented, and repent it till; 

He proy'd a Rebel to my Sov'reign Will: 

Nay once by Heav'n he ſtruck me on the Face 
Hear but the Fact, and judge your ſelves the Caſe. 


| Stubborn as any Lionneſs was I: 

| And knew full well to raiſe my Voice c on high; 

As true a Rambler as I was before, 

S /: nd wou'd be fo, in ſpight of all he ſwore. 

ee, againſt this, right ſagely wou'd adviſe, 

\nd old Examples ſet before my Eyes; | 
= er Tell 
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Tell how the Roman Matrons led their Life, 

Of Gracchus' Mother, and Duilius Wife; 
And choſe the Sermon, as beſeem'd his Wit, 
With ſome grave Sentence out of Holy Writ. af 
Oft wou'd he ſay, Who builds his Houſe on Sands, 
Pricks his blind Horſe acroſs the Fallow Lands, 
Or lets his Wife abroad with Pilgrims roam, 
Deſerves a Fool's-Cap and long Ears at home. 
All this avail'd not; for whoe'er he be | 

That tells my Faults, I hate him mortally: 

And ſo do Numbers more, I'II boldly ſay, 

Men, Women, Clergy, Regular and Lay, 


My Spouſe ( who was, you West to Learning bred) b 
A certain Treatiſe oft at Evening Read, 
Where divers Authors (whom the Dev'”l confound | 
For all their Lies) were in one Volume bound. | 
Valerius, whole; and of St. Jerome, Part; 
Chry/ippus and 7: ertullian; Ovid's Art; 
Solomon's Proverbs, Heloiſa's Loves; 
And many more than ſure the Church approves. 


=". hs. 
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More Legends were there here, of wicked Wives, 
Than good, in all the Bible and Saint's-Lives. 
Who drew the Lion Panquiſh'd. ? "Twas a Man. 
But cou'd we Women write as Scholars can, 

Men ſhou'd ſtand mark'd with far more Wickedneſs, 
Than all the Sons of Adam cou'd redreſs. 

Love ſeldom haunts the Breaſt where Learning lies, 
And Yenus ſets when Mercury does riſe - 

Thoſe play the Scholars who can't play the Men; 
And uſe that Weapon which they have, their Pen; 
When old, and paſt the Reliſh of Delight, 

| Then down they fit, and in their Dotage write, 
That not one Woman keeps her Marriage Vow. 
(This by the Way, but to my Purpoſe now.) 


It chanc'd my Husband on a Winter's N ight 
Read in this Book, aloud, with ſtrange Delight, | 
2 How the firſt Female, (as the Scriptures ſhow) 
Brought her own Spouſe and all his Race to Woe; 

How Samſon's Heart falſe Dalilah did move, 
His Strength, his Sight, his Life, were loſt for Love. 


boy, 


Then how Alcides dy'd, whom Dejanire 
Wrapt in th' envenom'd Shirt, and ſet on Fire. 


How curſt Eryphile her Lord betray'd, 
And the dire Ambuſh Clytemneſtra laid. 
But what moſt pleas'd him was the Cretan Dame, 
And Husband-Bull---Oh monſtrous fie, for Shame 


Hie had by Heart the whole Detail of Woe 
Xantippe made her good Man undergo z 

How oft ſhe ſcolded in a Day, he knew, 

How many Piſspots on the Sage ſhe threw 

| Who took it patiently, and wip'd his Head; 


lf Rain follows Thunder, that was all he ſaid. 
1 He read how Arius to his Friend complain d 
Ml | A fatal Tree was growing in his Land, 


1 On which three Wives ſucceſlively had twin'd 
1 A ſliding Nooſe, and waver'd in the Wind. =o 
i Where grows this Plant (reply'd the Friend) oh 1 i 
1 For better Fruit did never Orchard bear: (heref ö 

= - 5 


MISCELLANIES ug 


Give me ſome Slip of this moſt bliſsful Tree, 
And in my Garden planted ſhall it be! 
| | [prove, 
Then how two Wives their Lord's Deſtruction 
'Thro' Hatred one, and one thro'ꝰ too much Love; 
That for her Husband mix'd a Poys'nous Draught; 
And this for Luſt an am'rous Philtre bought, 
The nimble Juice ſoon ſeiz'd his giddy Head, 
Frantic at Night, and in the Morning dead. 
| ; | lain, 
3 ſome with 99 their geeping Lords have 
And ſome have hammer'd Nails into their Brain, 
And ſome have drench'd them with a deadly Potion; 
All this he en e with * Devotion. 
1 {frown'd, 
; Long ti time 1 hal _ fwell'd, and bluſh'd, and 
But when no End of theſe vile Tales I found, 
3 When {till he read, and laugh'd, and read again, 
1 And half the Night was thus conſum'd in vain; 


Proyok'd 
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If _ Provok'd to Vengeance, three large Leaves I tore, 
| | | And with one Buffet fell'd him on the F loor. 
Vith thar my Husband in a Fury roſe, 
And down he ſettled me with hearty Blows : 
I groan'd, and lay extended on my Side; | 
Oh thou haſt ſlain me for my Wealth (I cry'd) 
Yet I forgive thee -— Take my laſt Embrace. 
He wept, kind Soul! and ſtoop'd to kiſs my Face 


I took him fuch a Box as turn'd him blue, 
Then ſigh'd and cry'd, Adieu my Dear, adieu. 


But after many a hearty Struggle paſt, - 
1 I condeſcended to be pleas'd at laſt. 
fl Soon as he ſaid, My Miſtreſs and my Wife, 
| Do what you liſt the Term of all your Life: 

I took to Heart the Merits of the Cauſe, 

And ſtood content to rule by wholſome Laws; 
Receiv' d the Reins of Abſolute Command, 
With all the Government of Houſe and Land; 
And Empire o'er his Tongue, and o'er his Hand. 

| 1 4 
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As for the Volume that revil'd the Dames, 
T was torn to Fragments, and condemn'd to Flames. 


Now Heav'n on all my Husbands gone, beſtow 
Pleaſures above, for Tortures felt below: 

That Reſt they wiſh'd for, grant them in the Grave, 

And bleſs thoſe Souls my Conduct help'd to fave ! 


rroorreu 


PASTORAL 
By the Author of the Anonymous Verſes 
before Cato. | 


N vain my Muſe would imitate the Strains, 


dant Plains, 
Where Pope with wond'rous Art i in tuneful Lays 


Won from Apollo's Hand Immortal Bays. 


The Morning ſcarce appear'd, when Phillis roſe, 
And call'd Aminta from a ſhort Repoſe 5 : 
With cautious Steps they left the Peaceful Bower, 
Both by Appointment choſe the ſilent Hour, 

To tell in rural Strains their mutual Care, 
And the ſoft Secret of their Breaſts to ſhare. 
Securely ſeated near a purling Stream, 


ad Turns my ſung,while Love ſupply'd the Theme. 
r 


Which charm'd the „ on _— d ver= | 
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2 HILLIS. 

The ſtarry Lights above are ſcarce expir'd, 
And ſcarce the Shades from open Plains retir d: 
The tuneful Lark has hardly ſtretch'd her Wing, 
And warbling Linnets juſt begin to {ſing 
Nor yet induſtrious Bees their Hives forſake, 
Nor skim the Fiſh the Surface of the Lake. 
|  LMINER 
Nor yet the Flowers diſcloſe their various Hue, 
But fold their Leaves oppreſs'd with hoary Dew, 


Blue Miſts around conceal the neighbouring Hills, : 


And dusky Fogs hang o'er the murmuring Rills; 
While Zephir faintly ſighs among the Trees, 

And moves the Branches with a lazy Breeze. 

N No jovial Pipe reſounds along the Plains, 

WT Safe in their Hamlets ſleep the drowſie Swains. 

PHILA 

| For me Mirtillo ſighs, the charming Youth 

Perſwades with ſo much Eloquence and Truth 

Whene'er he talks, my Flocks unhecded ſtray, 
1 To r him I could boy out the Day, 


* 
25 
T. 
3 
rh 
* " 
ÞB 
13 
| 
- 
7 
z 
* 
ul 5 
| i 
* 
* 
* 
9 
1 
4 
. 
il 
OY 
M 
"If 
* 


30 POE TIC AI 

| Untir'd 'till Night, 'cill all the Stars were gone, 

Till o'er the Eaſtern Hills the Moon came on. 

UMINTA. 

For me Silvander pines, as full of Truth; 
In ſecret too perhaps I Love the Youth, 
Yet treat him ill, while with diſſembled Pride 
I mock his Vows, his ſoft Complaints deride z 
And fly him ſwifter, than a ſportive Fawn 
Skips thro' the Woods and dances o'cr the Lawn. | 
| Co OE 

Unpractis'd in the Turns of Female Art, 
My Looks declare the Meaning of my Heart 
To own ſo juſt and innocent a Flame, 
Can fix no Blemiſh on a Virgin's Name: 
When firſt my Lips the tender Truth confeſs'd, 
A thouſand Joys Mirtillo's Eyes expreſs'd 

AA FT OO 

No boaſting Swain ſuch Truths from me ſhall hear, 
Such Words ſhall never reach Silvander's Far. 
With Thisbe once his favour'd Dog I play'd, 
| Which from hisMaſter thro! the Woods had ftray'd 


MISCELLANIES. = 
Still on the Path my watchful Eyes I kept, 
When from the Thickets the pleas'd Owner ſtept, 
His ſmiling Looks an inward Joy confeſs d, 
To find by me the darling Dog careſs'd: 
Surpriz'd from off my Lap his Dog I threw, 
And ſwift as Lightning thro? the Forreſt flew. 

P HILL # 

When &er Mirtille's ſportive Kid I find, 
With wreathing Flow'rs his twiſted Horns Ibind, 
And fondly ſtroke him in his Maſter's Sight, 


Nor e'er abuſe the harmleſs Thing in ſpight, 
Or think the guiltleſs Favour worth my Flight; 3 
AI MINT A. | 

The Nymphs and Swains Apollo's Revels grac'd, 

In ſprightly Dances the ſmooth Green they trac'd; 

Silvander begg'd, I would his Partner ſtand, 

1 tum d, and gave to Corilas my Hand. 

| >. PATE ES 

I to Mirtillo did my Hand refuſe, 

Aut after that no other Swain would chuſe; 


Ar 


f ; 


32 GTH 


At Cinthia's Revels Wilas ſtrove in vain, 
And Lycidas the Favour to obtain. | 
AMI N T A. 

A Basket of the fineſt Ruſhes wrought, 
With Jeſs'min, Pinks and purple Violets fraught, & 
With modeſt Zeal to me Silvander brought. 
His Preſent I rejected with Diſdain, 

And threw the fragrant Treaſures on the Plain; 
Soon as the Youth retir'd, with wond'rous Care 
I ſearch'd them round, nor wou'd one Bloſſom ſpare. 
With ſome in Wreaths my curling Locks I grac'd, 
And others nicely in my Boſom plac'd.. 
PHILEAS. . 
Freſh ſprigs of Mirtle oft my Breaſt adorn, 
And Roſes gather'd in a dewy Morn 
Of all the Gardens flow'ry Riches theſe 
 Mirtillo loves, and J his Fancy pleaſe. 
 4MINTM1 
 Sitvander told a Secret in my Ear, 
Which twice I made Pretences not to hear; . 
He {| 
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He nearer 8 invited to the Bliſs, : 
And in the am'rous Whiſper ſtole a Kiſs; 
My riſing Bluſhes the bold Thief reveal'd, 
Dorinda ſcarce from laughing out with-held ; 
I left the Shepherd, feign'd my ſelf earag'd, 
| And with his Rival i in Diſcourſe engag' d. 
| Z 

In yonder Bow'r I ſat, when tow 'rds the Place 
Mirtillo haſten'd with a Lover's Pace; 
I feign'd my ſelf to careleſs Sleep reſi ign'd, 
My Head againſt a moſſie Bank reclin'd ; 
Approaching near---Sweet may thy Slumbers be, 
He ſoftly cry'd, and all thy Dreams of me; 

I laught, nor longer could conceal the Cheat, 
But told the Am'rous Youth the fond Deceit. 
AMI NT A. 

When in the ecchoing Vale Silvander plays, 
And on his Reed performs the Rural Lays, 
Behind the ſhading Trees I oft retire, | 

And undiſcover'd the ſweet Notes admire; 

| D Bur 


34 OETICAL 
But when in publick T his Numbers heard, 
To his unskilful Egon's I preferr'd, 


Tho' with the Swan's expiring Molody 
The Cuckow? 8 tireſom Note as well may vye. 
PAHILLIS. 
Whate'er Mirtillo dictates meets Applauſe, 

His Voice Attention, ſtill as Midnight, draws; 
"His Voice more gentle than the Summer” $ Breeze, | 
That mildly whiſpers thro' the waving Trees; 
Soft as the N ightingale's complaining Song, 
Or murmuring Currents as they roll along: 
Wirhout Diſguiſe the skilful Youth I praiſe, 
Admire his Numbers, and. repeat his Lays. 
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0 PI 8 T EL E 


By Mr. PHILIPS: 


Is Anfever to a Friend who defired bins to write upon 
the Death of King William. 


4" my 995 


| T RUST me, dear * cou d I in Verſe 


What Sorrow I, what Sorrow all Men owe 


but ſhow 


/ 


o Naſjau's Fate; or could I hope to. raiſe 

\ Song proportion'd to the Monarch's Praiſe; 'M 
Could I his Merits, or my Grief expreſs, 

\nd proper Thoughts in proper Language dreſs: 
, nbidden ſhould my pious N umbers flow, 

W'he Tribute of a Heart o'er-charg'd 2 Woe. 


Bur, rather than -rophane his Sacred Herſe 
ith languid Praiſes and unhallow'd Verſe, 


6 - POETICAHL 


My Sighs I to my ſelf in Silence keep, 
And inwardly, with ſecret Anguiſh, weep. 


Let Pallifax's Muſe (he knew him well) 
His Virtues to ſucceeding Ages tell. 
Let him, who ſung the Warrior on the Boyne, 
(Provoking Dorſet in the Task to join) 
And ſhew'd the Hero more than Man before; 
Let him th' Illuſtrious Mortal's Fate deplore; 
A mournful Theme : While, on raw Pinions, r| 
But flutter, and make weak Attempts to fly : 


Content, if, to divert my vacant Time, 

I can but like ſome Love-ſick Foplin Rhyme 3 Mr 
To ſome kind-hearted Miſtreſs make my Court, 4 
And, like a modiſh Wit, in Sonnet ſport. 


— 


- 


Let others, more ambitious, rack their Brains 
In poliſh'd Sentiments and labour'd Strains: 
To blooming Phillis I a Song compoſe, 


And, un a Rhyme, r. her to the Roſe; 3 | 
| They 


n 
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Then, while my Fancy Serin I write down Morn, Y 
To paint the Bluſh that does her Cheek adorn; 

And, when the Whiteneſs of her Skin I ſhow, 
With Extaſie bethink my ſelf of Snow. 


1 Thus, without Pains, I tingle i in the Cloſe, 


8 


ind ſweeten into Verſe inſipid Proſe. 


The Country Scraper, when he wakes his Crowd, 
nd makes the tortur'd Cat-gut {queak aloud, 
ſce him raviſh'd, and in T ranſport loſt: 
hat more, my Friend, Can fam'd Corelli boaſt, 
hen Harmony her ſelf from Heay' n deſcends, | 


nd on the Artiſt's nh: Bow attends? 


Why then, in making Verſes ſhould I ſtrain 


©: Wit, and of Apollo beg a Vein? 


hy ſtudy Horace and the Sragyrito? 
hy cramp my Dulneſs, and in Torment write? 
t me tranſgreſs by Nature, not by Nile 1 

1 Ideot, not a ſtudy d Fool; ED 
„ 4 
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A 22 not a DB; ſince I aim 
At nothing | leſs, in Writing, than aN ame. | 


OY » D. 


2 
Mr. J E RV AS 


Occaſion'd wed the Sight of Mrs. Chetwind' 
57 Picture. {7 


B By the Right. Honour able the Counteſ f prey: | 


H 135 matchleſ Picture, Jervas, Nw. 
Or let it ſtand alone; | 


The reſt are —_ thn... 


The meaneſt Figures of the Sky, 
(Thongh drawn with. handſome Ree... 

Are, when their Goddeſſes are by, 

Th' attending Nymphs and Graces. 


; ) 
IS * 3 * 2 — 
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For ſure, (as Cz/ar choſe Renown). 
Tis better to be reckon'd 
The Dulcinæa of ſome Town, 
Than in a Court, the Second. 


Then, let this new Campaſpe go, 
Or, if thou'lt not reſi ign, 

As thou Apelles Skill doeſt know, 
So, may his Heart be thine. 


To Praiſe more equal leave our Choice, 
When we thy Works ſurvey, 


Nor let each aging Breaſt and Voice 
But one Applauſe hong | 


rok TI e 


P R O L. o G F, 


Deſign'd for Mr. D—— laſt Play. 
Mitten by ſonata Hands. | 


R OWN Old i in Rhyme, " rwere barbarous 
to diſcard 7 


Your perſevering, unexhauſted Bard: | 
Damnation follows Death in other Men, | 
But your damn' d Poet lives and writes again. 
Th' adventrous Lover is ſucceſsful till, 

Who ſtrives to pleaſe the Fair againſt her Wil 
Be kind, and make him in bis Wiſhes eaſie, 3 
Who in your own Deſpite has ſtrove to pleaſe ye. 
He ſcorn'd to borrew from the Wits of Vore; 5 
But ever Writ as none cer Writ before. 

You modern Wits, mould each Man bring his Claim, | 
Have deſperate Debentures on your Fame; 
And little would be left you, Pm afraid, | 

Ne al your Debts 1 to Greeze and Rome were paid. 
N Fro ron 
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From his deep Fund our Author largely draws; 
Nor ſinks his Credit lower than it was. 

Tho' Plays for Honour in old ar he made, | 
Tis now for better Reaſons - to be Paid. 
Believe him, Sirs, h*has known the World too long, 
And ſeen the Death of much Immortal Song. 

- He ſays, poor Poets loſt, while Players won, 

As Pimps grow rich, while Gallants are undone. 
Tho' Tom the Poet writ with Eaſe and Pleaſure, | 
The Comick Tom abounds in other Treaſure. | | 
Fame i is at beſt an unperforming Cheat; 
But 'tis ſubſtantial Happineſs to Eat — — 
Let Eaſe, his laſt Requeſt, be of your giving, 
Nor force bim to be Damn d to ** * Living. 
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Wretch long tortur'd with Diſdain, 
That hourly pin'd, but pin'd in n 


At length the God of Wine addreſt, 
The Refuge of a wounded Breaſt. 


Vouchſafe, oh Pow'r, thy og Aid, | 


Teach me to gain the cruel Maid; 
Thy Juices take the Lover's Part, 


Fluſh his wan Looks, and chear his Heart. 


Thus to the Jolly God he cry'd; 
And thus the Jolly God reply'd, 
Give whining o'er, be brisk and gay, 
And quaff this ſneaking F orm away. 


With dauntleſs Mein approach the Fair; 
The Way to Conquer is to Dare. 


The 
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The Swain purſu'd the God's Advice; 
The Nymph was now no longer Nice. 


She ſmib'd, and ſpoke the Sex's Mind; 
When You grow Daring, We grow Kind: 
Men to themſelves are moſt ſevere, | | 
And make us Tyrants by their Fear. 4 


N Church the Prayer-Book,and the Fan diſplay' d, 
And ſolemn Curt'ſies, ſhew the wily Maid; 
At Plays the leering Looks and wanton Airs, 
And Nods and Smiles, are fondly meant for Snares. 
Alas! vain Charmer, you no Lovers get; 
There you ſeem Hypoctite, and here Coquer, 
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To FL AVIA. 
TATURE, in Pity, has deny'd you Shape, 
Elſe how ſhould Mortals Flavia's Chain 
eſcape? | | 
| Your radiant Aſpe&, and your roſie plbom, 
Without this Form would bring a Gen ral Doom 


A once our Ruin and Relief we ſee, 
At ſight are Captives, and at fight are Free. 


ON 
N 100 INT: leaving the Hage. ; 


EGON, « our e Pleaſure 3 * Reproach! | 
B Britain no more with idle Trills debauch ; { ay 
ack to thy own unmanly Penice fail wt 
| Where Luxury and looſe Deſires prevail; 
| There thy Emaſculating Voice employ, 
5 | Apd raiſe the Tr phe of the wanton Boy. 
1 Longs 
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Long, ah! too long the ſoft Enchantment reign'd, 
Seduc'd the Wiſe, and ev'n the Brave enchain'd; 
Hence with thy Curſt deluding Song! away! 
Shall Britiſh Freedom thus become thy Prey? 


Freedom, which we ſo dearly us'd to Prize, 
Me ſcorn'd to yield it But to Britiſh Eyes. 


Aſliſt, ye Gales; with expeditious Care 

Waft this prepoſt*rous Idol of the Fair; | 
Conſent, ye Fair, and let the Trifler go, 
Nor bribe with Wiſhes adverſe Winds to blow : 
Nonſenſe grew pleaſing by his Syren Arts, _ 
And ſtole nw 9 s ſelf our caſts Hearts. 


— 


CC 
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K NTLE Air, hs Breath of Lovers, 

Vapour from a ſecret Fire, 
Which by Thee it ſelf diſcovers, 
| 125 yet 8 to Aſpire. 1 


Softeſt 


„ POETICAL 


Soſteſt Note of whifper'd Anguiſh, 
Harmony 8 re efined Part, 

Striking, while thou ſeem'ſt to Languiſh, 
Full upon the Liſtner's Heart. 


| Safcſt Meſſenger of Paſſion, 
Stealing thro' a Crowd of Spies; 
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Who conſtrain the outward F aſhion, 
Cloſe the Lig, and watch the Eyes, 
Sg Sigh! we ned er can : ſhow thee, 

Fram'd but to aſſault the Ear: : 
Yet, ere to their Coſt they know thee, 
| Here. 


Every Nymph may read thee- 


The 


F 
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The 30th Ode of Anacreon. 


HE Muſes frolickſom and gay _ | 

| Caught Cupid as he ſleeping lay, # 

With Myrtle Twigs his Hands they ty'd, 
And laid him by Cleora's Side. 


2 She ſtroak'd his Cheeks, and often preſt 

The wanton Archer to ber Breaſt; 

Then loos'd his Hands. — re free, ſhe ſaid 3 
Yet he refus'd to leave the Maid. 


In vain his Mother hunts about, 
Offers Rewards to find him out; 
In vain would ſet the Captive free, 


He's pleas'd with ſuch a Slavery. 
Cloſe by her Side he watching lies; 
The Wretch who ſees Cleora dies. 


MM . £2 0ETICAHE 
The Forty- Fifth ODE 
| We 


A NAC R E ON 
HE N Mars the Lemnian Darts ſurvey'd, 
Which Vulcan forg'd for Cupid's Bow; ; 


What fooliſh Toys are theſe, he ſaid, 
How brittle and how ſlight they ſhow? | 


Fit Play-things for a Child! when ſtrait 
The little God did one prepare; 

Here try, faid he, if this wants Weight; ; 
And gave it to the God of War. 

He took the Dart, its Weight he 3 
While Venus ſmil'd to ſee him caught 3 

Here take it back again, he cry'd, 
Tis much more weighty than I chought 


The 


MISCELLANIES. 96 


The little Archer, wanton grown 

To find the God of War ſhew Fear, 
Keep it, ſaid he, and henceforth own | 
5 Dart wounds * than . Sym: | 


a; 


** 


| Upon a Compan <> bad ee ro my 
v "Oy Muſick. 


OW ill the Motion with the Muſick ſuits! 
So Orpheus fidled, and ſo danced the Brutes. 
| | : Pg 


— 


AN 
Imitation of a French Author. 


"Mo another Hand. 


A N you « count the Silver Lights 
That deck the Skies, and chear the N Nights: 


C 


Or the Leaves that ſtrow the Vales, 


Whey Groyes are ſtript by Winter Gales; 5 1 
| 1 0 


„ 04 
Or the Drops that i in the Morn 
Hang with tranſparent Pearl the Thorn. 
Or Bridegroom' $ Joys, or Miter's Cares, 
Or Gameſter's Oaths, or Hermit's Pray'rs: : 
Or Envy's Pangs, or Love's Alarms, 
Or Marlbrough's Acts, or us Charms? 


8 
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| Soliloquy out of lala jan. 
By the ſame. 


Od he whom my diſembr dRigeur grieves, 
| C* But know what Torment to mySoul it gives; 
He'd find how fondly L return his Flame, b 

And want my ſelf the Pity he wou'd elaim. 
Immortal Gods! why Ras your Doom decreed | 3 
TwowoundedHearts with equal Pings ſliou-d bleed? 
Since that great Law, which your Ti ribunal guides | 
Has oak in Love whom Deſtiny divides; 


Re- 
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Repent you Pow'rs the Injuries you cauſe, 
Or change our N atures, or reform your "_ 

a” Unhappy Partrier of my killing Pain, | | 
Think what I feel the Moment you complain. 
Each Sigh you utter wounds my tend'reſt Part, 

So much my Lips miſ-repreſent my Heart. 
When from your Eyes the falling Drops diſtill, 
My Vital Blood in every Tear you ſpill: 

And all thoſe mournful Agonies I hear, 

Arc but the Eccho's of my own Deſpair. 


POETICAL 


TRANSLATION 


OF THE 
STORY of CIPPUS 


Returning to Rome 0 Triuapb, taken No- 
tice of by Valerius Maximus. 


Cut of the1 5th Book of Ovid's Metamorphoſis 
By the ſame. 


S Cippus in the trembling Stream ſurvey'd | | 

The ſhooting Horns that ſhade his Cool | | 

qu' ring Head. '1 

His Temples firſt he feels, and with ſurprize 

His Touch confirms the Cenſure of his Eyes. 

Strait to the Skies his Horned Front he rears, 
And to the Gods directs theſe Pious Pray'rs. 


—— 


If this Portent be prbtp⸗ rous, O ME 
"To Rome th' Event; ; if otherwiſe, to me. 
An Altar then of Turf he haſtes to raiſe, 
Rich Gums i in fragrant Exhalations blaze; 


The panting Entrails crackle as they fry, 


And boding Fumes pronounce a Myſtery. 
Soon as the Augur ſaw the Holy Fire, 

And Victims with preſaging Signs expire, 
To Cippus then he turns his Eyes with ſpced, 
And views the Horny Honours of his Head; 
Then cry'd, Hail Conqueror, thy Call obey, 
Thoſe Omens I behold preſage thy Sway. 
Rome waits thy Nod, unwilling to be Free, 


8. 


And owns thy Soy'reign Pow'r as Fate's Decree! 


WJ Spoke in theſe Words his Pious Diſcontent, 


Far hence, you Gods, | this Execration ſend ; | 
J And the great Racc of Romulus defend, 
E; Better 
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— AE 


„ POEBTICAL 


Better 4 Is in Exile live abhorr d, 
T han cer the en | mans d ſtyle me Lord. 


This ſpoke, he hides withLeaves hisQmen' Head, 
Then N the Senate next Converny, and 8 
If . can e a Wrerch i is come, 
Deſign'd by my the Bane of . | 
Your Liberty ot Lets Laws are gong. | 
Your Gates he might have enter d; but this Arm 
Sciz'd the Uſurper, and with-held the harm. 
Haſte, find the Monſter out, and let him be 
Condemn'd to all the Senate can decree 
Or ty'd in Chains, or into Exile thrown ; 
Or 1 98 the e Death kreven 2 own. 


The Crowd 4 they ſnd, 
As * wag brea Om on — . 


5 
— — W * 1 x 


s 


Or as when gath'ring Gales ſweep o'er fone Grove, 


And their tall Heads the bending Cedars move. 
Each with Confuſion gaz'd, and then began 
To feel his Fellow's Brows, and find the Man. 
Cippus then ſhakes his Garland off, and cries 
The Wretch you want J offer to your Eyes. 


The Anxious Throng look d TY and fad in 
Thought, 
All wiſh'd they had not found the Sign * a : 

In hafte with Laurel Wreaths his Head they bind; ; 
Such Honour to ſuch Virtue was aflign'd. 
Then thus the Senate, —— Hear O Cippus hear $51 
So Godlike is thy Tutelary Qi, nne 
That ſince in Rome thy ſelf forbids thy Stay, 
For thy Abode thoſe Acres we convey 
The Plough-ſhare can ſurround, the Labour [Dey 
In Deathleſs Records thou ſhalt ſtand inroll'd, 


And Rome'srich Poſts ſhall ſhine with Horns of Gold. 


RY * 


E 4 


* 

1 

111 
5 
i 
4 


4 * 
1 
I 
T# 


- 


H * * N 


O N 


_ Ovely lafting Peace of Mind, 
— | Sweet delight of Human Kind, 

Heav'nly born, and bred on high, 

To crown the Fav'rites of the Sky 

With more of Happineſs below, 

T han Victors in a Triumph know: 
Whither, O whither art thou fled, 
To lay thy meek contented Head? 
What happy Region doſt thou pleaſe 
1 the Seat * . 1 Eaſe? 


- 
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By Mr. PARNELL. , 
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x Ambition ſearches all its Sphere 
Of Pomp and State to find thee there. 
Encreaſing Avarice wou'd find 
Thy Preſence in its Gold enſhrin'd. 
The bold Advent'rer ploughs his way 
Through Rocks amidſt the foaming Sea 
To gain thy Love, and then perceives 
Thou wer't not in the Rocks and Waves. 
The filent Heart whom Grief aſſails, 
Treads ſoft and loneſome o'er the Vales, 
Sem Daizies open, Rivers run, 
And ſeeks (as I have vainly done) 
Amuſing Thought but learns to know 
WW That Solitude's a N urſe of Woe. | 
| | No real Happineſs is found 
In trailing Purple o'er the Ground: 
Or in a Soul exalted dike 4 
T o range the Circuit of the Sky, | 
| Converſe with Stars above, and know 


All, Nature in * F orms * * | 
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The Reſt it ſecks in ſeeking dies, 
And Doubts at laſt for Knowledge riſe. | 


a 


Lovely laſting Peace appear ; 
This World it felf, if thou art here, 
Is once again with Eden bleſs'd, 

And Man contains it in his Breaſt. 


»Twas thus, as under Shade I ſtood, 

I ſung my Wiſhes to the Wood, 

And, loſt in Thought, no more perceiv'd 
The Branches whiſper as they wav'd; 
It ſeem'd as if the quiet Place 
Confeſs d the Preſence of the Grate, 

When thus ſhe ſpoke — Go rule thy Wü, 
Bid thy wild Paſſions all be ſill, | | 
Know God — and bring thy Heart to know 
"The Joys which from Religion flow; 9 
Then ev'ry Grace fhall prove its Gueſt, 
And Tl be there to crown the reſt. 


1 
* 
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Oh! by yooder Mollie SS * 
In my Hours of fweet Retreat, 
Might I thus my Soul employ 
With ſenſe of Gratitude and Jay, 
Rais'd, as Ancient Prophets. were, 
In heav'nly Vi ion, Praiſe, and FT ry 
Pleaſing all Men, burting none, 
Pleas'd and bleſs'd with God — 


a 4 
z x 


Then, while the Gardens take my Sight, 
With all the Colours of Delight, 
While Silver Waters glide along, | 
To pleaſe my Ear, and court my Song; | 
I'll lift my Voice, and rune my String, 

And Thee, great SO UR CE of NATURE, ling, 


— 


The Sun that walks his airy Way, 
To light the World, and give the Day; 
The Moon that ſhines with borrow'd Light, 
The Se that "= the gloomy N _w 
The 
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The Seas that roll unnumber' d Waves, 
The Wood that ſpreads its ſhady Leaves, 
The Field whoſe Ears conceal the Grain, 
The yellow Treaſure of the Plain; 5 

All of theſe, and all I fee, | 

Wou'd be ſung, and ſung by me, 

They ſpeak their Maker as they can, 

But want and ask the Tongue of Man. 


; 
4 
| 
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Go arch among your idle Dreams 
Your buſie or your vain Extreams, | 
And find a Life of equal Bliſs, 

Or own the next begun in this. 


I a 
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* 2 the ſame Hand. 


Days have been ſo wondrous Free, 
The little Birds that % K 
With careleſs Eaſe from Tree to Tree, 

Were but as bleſs'd as I. 


Ask gliding Waters, if a Ter 
Of mine encreas'd their Stream? A 
Or ask the fly ing Gales, if ere 1 e 
I lent a Sigh to them? | 


But now my former Days retire, iT 
And I'm by Beauty caught, 13 ber 
The tender Chains of ſweet Deſire 
Are fix d upon my Thought. | 
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An eager Hope within my Breaſt 

Does ev 'r Doubt controul, 
And charming Nancy ſtands confeſt 
The Fav'rite of my Soul. 


Ye Nigkringales) ye twiſting Pines, 
Ye Swains that haunt the Grove, 

Ye gentle Ecchors, breezy Winds, 
Ye cloſe Retreats of Love; 
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With all of Nature, all of Art, : LE ; 

Aſſiſt the dear Deſignz; | + : 
O teach a young unpraCtis'd Heart 
To make Her ever Mine. 
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The very Thought of Change I hate, 
As much as of Deſpair; 

And hardly covet to be Great, 
Unleſs it be for Her. 


— 


— 
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"Tis true, the Paſſion in my Ming 
1s mix d with ſoft Diſtreſ z: 
Yet while the Fair I love is kids, 
I cannot wiſhit Les. 


A 


7 


To a Youns Lange, 
0 NN N 340 07 


Her Tranſlation of the 43 0 ED 
Daphne, from Ovid. 


By the ſame Hand. 
N Phebus Wit (as Ovid faid) F; 
Enchanting Beauty woo'd; 
In Daphne Beauty coily fled, 
j While vainly Wit purſu'd. 


But when you trace what Ovid writ, LF 5 

A diff rent Turn we view; eg og 
Beauty no longer flies from Wit, 5 

Since both are joyn'd in Nom 34 02 
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Your Lines the wondrous Change impart, 
From whence our Laurels ſpring ; 
In Numbers fram'd to pleaſe the Heart, 


And merit what they Sing. 


Methinks thy Poet's gentle Shade . 
Its Wreath preſents to Thee; 


What Daphne owes you as a Maid, | 

| She pays you as a Tree. N 

| ANACREONTICK. | 
b By the fame Hand. 3 
AY Bacchus liking Eftcourt's Wine, 2 


—— 
2 — 
8 
She CR ene 
— 

Ce neon ge ns 
> . — 

$I — 5 


A noble Meal beſpoke 3 
And for the Gueſts that were to Dine, 
Brought Comus, Love, and Joke. 


MISCELLANIES. 
| mw 
The God near Cupid drew his Chair, 
And Joke near Comus plac'd; 


Thus Wine makes Love forget its Care, 

And Mirth exalts a Feaſt. 

DT 1 

| The more to pleaſe the ſprightly God, 
Each ſweet engaging Grace 1 

Put on ſome Cloaths to come abroad, 
And took a Waiters Place. 

„ IV. 

Then Cupid nam'd at ev'ry Glaſs 
A Lady of the Sky; | 

While Bacchus ſwore he'd Drink the Laſs, - 
And had it Bumper high. 12 

V. 


Fat Comus toſt his Brimmers o're, 


And always got the moſt; co ale I 
F or Joke took care to fill him more, | 
When: cer he miſt the Toaſt. 
5 VI. They 


6 POETICAL 
VI, 

They call'd, and drank at every Touch, 

Then fill'd, and drank again; 
And if the Gods can take too much, 

Tis ſaid, they did ſo then. 
| - VII. 
Free Jeſts run all the Table round, 

And with the Wine conſpire, 
(While they by ſly Reflection wound,) 
| To fet their Heads on Fire. 

VIII. 

Gay W. little Cupid ſtung, 
By reck'ning his Deceits; 
And Cupid mock'd his ftammering Tongue, 
With all his ſtaggering Gaits. | 
IX. 
Joke droll'd on Comus' greedy Ways, 
And Tales without a Jeſtz 
While Comus call'd his witty Plays, 


But 8 at Beſt. 
X. Such 


© pee ee n Sr 
MY 
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| | X. | 
Such Talk ſoon ſet em all at Odds; 
And, had I Humer's Pen, : 
I'd ſing ye, how they drunk, like Gods, 
And how they fought, like Men. 
> 


To part the Fray, the Graces fly, 


Who make 'em ſoon agree 
And had the Furies ſelves been nigh, 
They ſtill were Three to Three. 

„ XII. 
Bacchus appeas'd, rais'd Cupid up, 
And gave him back his Bow; 
But kept ſome Darts to ſtir the Cup, 
Where Sack and Sugar flow. 
XIII. 


; Joke taking Comus roſie Crown, 


In Triumph wore the Prize, 


And thrice, in Mirth, he puſht him down, 


As thrice he ſtroye to rile. | 
"Ss Þ XIV. Then 
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AV. 
Then Cupid ſought. the Myrtle Grove, 
Where Venus did recline, - 
And Beauty cloſe embracing Love, 
They join'd to Rail at Mine. 
And Comus loudly curſing Wit, 
Roll'd off to ſome Retreat, 
Where boon Companions gravely fit, 
In fat unweildy State. Poo 
XVI. 
Bacchus and Joke, who ſtay behind, 
For one freſh Glaſs prepare þ 
They Kiſs, and are exceeding kind, 
And Vow to be ſincere. | 
XVII. 
But part in Time, whoever hear 
This our Inſtructive Song; 


For tho' ſuch Friendſhips may be dear, 


They can't continue long. 


PR O- 
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PROLOGUE 
To the Univerſity of Oxford. 


Written by Mr. FIC K 5 bn 


. Spoken by Mr. C1 B B E R 
H AT Kings henceforth ſhall Reign, 


| what States be free, 
b fix d at length by ANMAs⸗s juſt Decree: 
Whoſe Brows the Muſe's ſacred Wreath ſhall fit, 
Is left to you, the Arbiters of Wit. | 
With beating Hearts the Rival Poets wait, 
Till you, Athenians, ſhall decide their Fate 
Secure, when to theſe Learned Seats they come, 


Of equal Judgment, and Impartial Doom. 


Poor is the Player's Fame, whoſe whole Renown 


Is but the Praiſe of a Capricious Town; 
EF A While 
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While with Mock-Majeſty, and fancy d Pow'r, 
He ſtrutts in Robes, the Monarch of an Hour. 
Oft wide of Nature muſt he act a Part, 
Make Love in Tropes, in Bombaſt break his Heart; 
In Turn and Simile reſign his Breath, 

And Rhime and Quibble in the Pangs of Death. 
Webluſh, when Plays like theſe receive Applauſc ; 
And Laugh, in ſecret, at the Tears we cauſe ; 
With honeſt Scorn our own Succeſs diſdain, 

A worthleſs Honour, and inglorious Gain. 


No trifling Scenes at Oxford ſhall appear; 
Well, what We bluſh to act, may You to Hear. 
To you our fam'd, our Standard Plays we bring, 
The Work of Poets, whom you taught to ſing: 
Tho” crown'd with Fame, they dare not think it Due, 
Nor take the Laurel till beſtow'd by you. 

Great Cato's ſelf, the Glory of the Stage, 

Who charms, corrects, exalts, and fires the Age, 
Begs here he may be try'd by Roman Laws; 

| T 0 you, O Fathers, he ſubmits his Cauſe ; 


He reſts not in the People's General Votes | 
Till you, the Senate, have Confirm'd his Choice. 


Fine is the Secret, delicate the Art, : 

To wind the Paſſions, and command the Heart; 
For fancy'd Ills to force our Tears to flow, 

And make the gen'rous Soul in love with Woe; 
To raiſe the Shades of Heroes to our View, 
Rebuild fall'n Empires, and old Time renew. 
How hard the Task! how rare the godlike Rage 
None ſhould preſume to dictate for the Stage, 
But ſuch as boaſt a great Extenſive Mind, 
Enrich'd by Nature, and by Art refin'd; 

Who from the Antient Stores their Kxnow ledge bring, 
And taſted Early of the Muſe's Spring. 

May none pretend upon her Throns to fit, 

But ſuch, as ſprung from you, are Born to Wit: 
= Chos'n by the Mob, their lawleſs Claim We Gght; 
| Yours i is the Old Hereditary Right. 
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N. A R 2 Queen * France 


T O 
CHARLES BR ANDON, 


Duke of 22 


The Princeſs Mary, Henry che VIlIth”s Zoun- 
ger Siſter, being in Love with the Dube 
of Suffolk, was, for public Reaſons, Mar- 
ried to Lewis the XIIth of France, who 
died in Six Months after. The Queen being 
again at Liberty, writes the following E- 
piſtle to the Duke of Suffolk, her N 


Lover. 


1 E T theſe ſoft Lines my kindeſt Thoughts 


convey, 
And tell Thee what I ſuffer by thy day 


Did Seas divide Us, this might well excuſe 
Thy Negligence, and my fond Heart abuſe. 


But 


- * 
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But Callice from the Kentiſh Strand is ſeen; 

A gentle Current only rolls between. 

Nor needs my Suffolk, like Leander, brave 

A preſent Death in ev'ry breaking Wave, 
When, guided only by a glimm'ring Light, 
He croſs'd the ſtormy Helleſpont by Night. 
Tall Ships, with flying Sails and lab'ring Oars, 
Attend to land Thee on the Gallic Shoars. 


But thou art chang'd; — that Ardor is expir'd, . 


Which once thy Wiſhes with Impatience fir'd ; 
When Savoy's blooming Dutcheſs ſtrove in vain 
From Me the Conqueſt of thy Heart to gain: 
Invited by great Henry's martial Fame, 
The haughty Princeſs, with her Brother, came 
To Complement the King for Tournay gain'd; 
Where, in a rich Pavilion entertain'd, 
Thuy noble Form th' unguarded FAI ſurpris'd 
Nor were her tender Wiſhes long diſguis d: 
Whatever Flatt'ry, Love, or wanton Art 
Could do, ſhe practis d to ſeduce thy Heart. 


Great 
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94  POETICA4L 
Great Antony, by ſuch Allurements gain'd, 
For Cleopatra all his Glory ſtain'd: | 
But thy firm Faith no Injury receiv'd ; 
For You ſtill lov'd ; or I was well decciv'd; 
Nor were my Virgin Vows leſs true to thee, 
When young Caftile addreſs d the Court for me. 
| The Charms of proffer'd Empire I reſign'd; 
Brandon was more than Empire to my Mind: 
While, without Rivals, in thy Breaſt I reign'd, 
My Thoughts the Pageantry of Pow'r diſdain'd. 
But ah! what Changes human Joys attend ! 
On fickle Turns our brighteſt Hopes depend. 
Victorious Henry's Arms ſtill meet Succeſs ; 
The vanquiſh'd Gauls at laſt propoſe a Peace. 
By Foolſey's Policy their Terms ſuccced 
The long contending Nations are agreed; 
And I the publick Victim am decreed. : 
Condemn'd to ſhare the Chriſtian Monarch's-Bed, 
And curs'd with that Magnificence I fled. | 
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I knew my Rank no private Choice allow'd, 

And what a Princeſs to her Country ow ed. 

Theſe ſplendid Maxims ſhould have ſway'd myBreaft, 
But Love entirely had my Soul poſſeſs d. 

How oft I wiſh'd my kinder. Deſtiny | 

Had ſunk the Queen in ſome obſcure Degree 5 
While crown'd by rural Maids with painted Flow'rs : 
I rang'd the Fields, and ſlept in verdant Bow'rs; 
Belov'd of ſome young Swain, with Brandon's Face, 
His Voice, his Geſture, and his blooming Grace, 
In all but BI R TH and STATE reſembling Thee! 
Then unmoleſted we had liv'd, and free 1 
From all the curſt Reſtraints which Greatneſs brings, 
While Grots, che Meads, the Shades, and purling 2 
| Springs, | 

I The flow'ry Valley, and the gloomy Grove, 
Had heard ef no ſuperior Name to Love. 7 
duch Scenes of this inglorious Life I drew, 

And half beliey'd the charming F iction true, 


Till 


nn Offen 


Till real Tits diſſolv'd the pleaſing Dreams; 
| The Groves and Vallies fled, che Lawns and Sil- 
ver Streams. 
The gay fantaſtick Paradiſe I mourn'd, 


While Courts and Factions, Crowns and Cares re- 


[ turn'd. 


With Sighs I till recal the fatal Day, 
When no Pretence could gain a longer Stay. 
The lovely Queen my parting Sorrow ſaw, 
Nor Henry's Preſence kept my Grief in Awe. 
No Rules of decent Cuſtom could controul, 
Or hide the wide Diſorder of my Soul, 
When ſhipp'd for France before the dancing Wind 
The Navy fled, and left my Hopes behind. 

With weeping Eyes I {till ſurvey'd the Strand, 
Where on a riſing Cliff I ſaw Thee ſtand ; 

Nor onee from thence my ſtedfaſt Sight withdrew, 
Till the lov'd Object was no more in View. 
Fare wel, I cry'd, dear Charming Y ov TH, with 
Each chearful Proſpect yaniſhes from Me. EE 
- RP} | _ Loud 
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Loud Shouts and Triumphs on the Gallic Coaſt 
Salute me, but the noiſie Z EA L. was loft. 
Nor Shouts, nor T riumphs drew my leaſt Regard, - 
Thy parting Sighs methought was all I heard. 
| But now at Albeville by Louis met, 
I ſtrove the Thoughts of Szfolk to forget: 
For here my Faith was to my Monarch vow'd, 
And ſolemn Rites my Paſſion diſallow'd: 
However pure my former Flames had been, 
Unblemith'd Honour made them now a Sin. 
But ſcarce my Virtue had the Conqueſt gain'd, 
And ev'ry wild forbidden With reſtrain- d; 
When at St. Dennis, with Imperial State 
Inveſted, on the Callie Throne ] fate 5 
2 he Day with noble Turnaments was grac'd ; 
Your Name among the Britiſßh Champions plac'd. . 
Invited by a guilty Thirſt of Fame, 
Without Regard to my Repoſe, You came. 
The Liſts I ſaw Thee ent'ring with Surpriſe, | 
And felt the darting GLA N Es of thine Eyes. 
| : Ye 
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Ye Sacred Pow'rs (I cry'd) that rule above 
Defend my Breaſt from this perfidious Love. 


Ye Holy Lamps ! before whoſe awful Lights, 


I gave my Hand; and ye religious Rites! 

Aſſiſt me now; nor let a Thought unchaſte, 
Or guilty Wiſh, my plighted Honour blaſt; 
While Paſſion, ſtruggling with my pious Fears, 


Forc'd from my Eyes involuntary Tears. 
Some tender Bloſſom thus, with Leaves inlarg'd, 


Declines its Head, with Midnight Dew oercharg'd: 
The paſſing Breezes ſhake the gentle Flow'r, 


And ſcatter all around a pearly Show'r. 


From this diſtracting Hour I ſhun'd thy Sight, 
And gain'd the Conqueſt by a prudent Flight. 


But human Turns, and ſov- reign Deſtiny, 


Have ſet Me now from thoſe Engagements free. 
The Stars, propitious to my Virgin Love, 

My firſt Deſires and early Vows approve 

While buſie Politicians urge in vain, 

That publick Reaſons ſhould my Choice reſtrain; 
That 
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That none but York's or Lancaſter's high Race, 
Or great Plantagenet's J ought to grace; 

Nor Suffolk wants a long Illuſtrious Line, 

And Worth that ſhall in future Records ſhine. 
They own'd thy Valour, when thy conqu'ring 

Lance 

Carry'd the Prize from all the Youth of Hauce. 
Thy Merit Henry's conſtant Favour ſhows, 
And Envy only can my Choice oppoſe. 
Thy noble Preſence, Wit, and fine Addreſs, 
The Britiſh and the Gallic Court confeſs. 
Alanſon's Shape, and Yendime's ſparkling Eye, 
Count Paul's gay Mien, and Bourbon's Ma jEST v, > 


No longer are admir'd, when Thou art by. 
There Nothing wants to juſtifie my Flame, 

| The Stateſmen grant, but a poor empty Name. 
And what's the gawdy Title of a King? 

What ſolid Bliſs can Ro y AL Grandeur bring? 


When 
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When thou art Abſent, what's the Court to Me, 
But tireſom State, and dull Formality ? 

This Toy a Crown I wou'd reſign, to prove 

The peaceful Joys of Innocence and Love. 


Upon the Toaſts of the Hanover Club. 
By Mr. P HII. 1P F. 


E reigning Fair on poliſ d Chryſtal ſhine, 
Enrich our Glaſſes, and improve our Wine. 


The favourite Names we to our Lips apply, 
Indulge our Thoughts, and drink with Extafie. 


While Theſe, the choſen Beauties of our Iſle, 
Propitious on the Cauſe of Freedom ſmile, 
The raſh Pretender's Hopes we may deſpiſe, 
And truſt Britannia's Safety to their Eyes. 


THE 
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THE 


LOVER's PRAYER. 


* E gentle Loves and ſoft Deſires, 

That fan your own fantaſtick Fires; 3 
Why are ye ſo unjuſt to me, 

To leave Fair Saccariſſa free > 
To let her Triumph in my Pain, | 
And all your little Arts diſdain? 

Untouch'd ſhe rambles up and down, i 
And Captivates the gazing Town; 

Where e' er the caſts her wandring Eyes, 

In every Face they meet Surprize ; ; 

In ev'ry Heart a Temple's rais'd, 

By ev'ry Tongue her Beauty 8 prais'd; 

While ſhe, unkind, neglects a Seat, 

And thinks to Wander's to be _ | 

So.the bold Macedonian Boy, 

Thought it was Godlike to deſtroy: 


N „* 4 
* 
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Not his, that to truly Reign, 


Is not to conquer, but maintain. | 


ON Venus, Daughter of great Joe, 
Queen of Beauty, Queen of Love; 
If &er Adonis bleſs'd your Arm.. 
If &er you revell'd in his Charms, 

If Cer you kiſo d his rolling Eyes, on 
Or e'er devour'd his am'rous Sighsʒ wel 101 001 
Or cer you did thoſe Tonments prove 
That wait upon neglected Love: 
Let this fair Tyrant feel thy Power, Ra) 1 
Tho! Proof againſt a Golden Shower. » 1 
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4 4 do T H E 4 
By Mr. GAT. = 1] 


141 8 1 


AN 2 HEA long had felt Love's 8 un 
Smart, | £2 N 
And the ftrong Paſſion ral'd her bender Heart; 
| Conſenting Glances had her Flame confeſt, | 
| And told the ſecret Anguiſh of her Breaſt; 

Perjur'd Alexis faw the bluſhing Maid. 
He faw, he ſwore, he conquer'd and betray'd: '/ 
1 Another Love now calls him from her Arms, uA 
His fickle Heart another Beauty warm 
Thoſe Oatlis oft whiſper'd in Panthea's — | 
He now again to Galatea fweats. Bite 
Beneath a Beech th abandon'd Virgin _ 0 75 
In grateful Solitude enjoys the Shade; 
There with faint . ſhe breath'd rheſe Cm | 
Strains, W. 6 28. 50 n 
While ſighing Zaphyns thar'd her as Pal 
60 1 | G 2 ESL 
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Ah cruel Youth ! cho Love thy Boſom flies, 


And now no Charms reign in Panthea's Eyes; 
Vet think, Alexis, that thou once haſt _— 
A wretched Virgin by thy Vows undone; 


[move, 
Think how thy Looks, and Tongue are form'd to 


And think yet more - that all my Fault was Love. 
Ah, could you view me in this wretched State! 
You might not Love me, but you could not Hate. 
Could you behold me in this conſcious Shade, 


Where firſt thyVows, where firſt my Love was paid, 


Worn out with Watching, ſtupid with Deſpair, 


And ſee each Eye ſwell with a guſhing Tear? 


Thoſe Eyes, which oft youſaid were to your Sight 
Grateful as Day, and welcome as the Light: 
Could you behold me on this moſſy Bed, 
From my pale Cheek the lively Crimſon fled, 
Which in my ſofter Hours you oft have ſworn, 
With roſie Beauty far out-bluſh'd the Morn ; 


Could you untouch'd this wretched Object bear, 


And would not loſt Panthea claim a Tear? 
7 ” You 
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You could not ſure.----Tears from your Eyes N 
And unawares thy tender Soul reveal. We 
Ab, no!----thy Soul with Cruelty is fraught, 

No Tenderneſs diſturbs thy ſavage Thought. | 
Sooner ſhall Tygers ſpare the trembling Lambs, 
And Wolves with Pity hear their bleating Dams; 
Sooner ſhall Vultures from their Quarry fly, 
Than falſe Alexis for Panthea ſigh. 

Thy Boſom neꝰer a tender Thought confeſt, 
Sure ſtubborn Flint hath arm'd thy cruel Breaſt; 
But hardeſt Flints are worn by frequent Rains, 
And the ſoft Drops diſſolve their ſolid Veins; 
While thy relentleſs Heart more hard appears, 
And is not ſoften'd by a Flood of Tears. 


Ah, what is Love! Panthea's Joys are gone, 
Her Liberty, her Peace, her Reaſon flown! | 
And when I view me in the watry Glaſs, 

I find Panthea now, not what ſhe was, | 


8 3 
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. As Northern Winds tho new-blown' Roſes blaſt, 

| And on the Ground their fading Ruins caſt 
As ſudden Blights corrupt the rip'ning. ta -: . 
And of its Verdure ſpoil the mournful Plain; 
80 tort ring Love preys on the youthful Face, 
And Beauty 4253 * "_ n. Grace. 


= . a Sleeps avliove; theſe wear'dByes 
All Sorrow in thy ſoft Embraces dies? 
There, ſpite of all thy perjur d Vows, I find 


Flaithleſs Aleis lavguiſhingly kind; 


Sometimes he leads me by the mazy Stream, 
And pleaſingly de ludes me in my Dream; 
Sometimes he guides me to the ſderet Grove, 
Where all our Looks, and all our, Talk i is Love. 
Oh, could I thus conſume cach tedious Day, 
And i in ſweet Slumbers dream my Life away; 
But Sleep which now no more relieves theſe Eyes 
* - To 11 ſad Soul the dear Deceit Genies. Bir 


bens 
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Why does the Sun dart forth his chearfulRiys? 
Why do che Woods reſound with Warbling Lays? 
Why does the Roſe her grateful Fragrance yield, 
And yellow Cowilips paint the ſmiling Field, 
Why do the Streams with murm'ring Muſick flow, 
And why do Groves their friendly Shade beſtow? 
Let fable. Clouds che chearſul Sun defaces, | 
Let mournful Silence ſeize che feather'd Race; I 
No more, ye Roſes, grateful Fragrance yield, 
Droop, droop, ye Cowſlips, in the blaſted Field, | WM 
Stand ſtill, ye murm'ring Streams, no longer flow, i 
And let not Groves a friendly Shade beſtow 
With ſympathizing Grief let Nature mourn, 
And never know the youthful Spring's return: 
For my Alexis from the Plains is gone, 

And with him all Panthea 5 Joys are flown. 


Why ſport the skipping Lambs in yonder Plain? 
Why do the Birds their tuneful Voices train? 


2 
* * 
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Why 1 thoſe Heifers in the cooling Grove? 
Their happier Life is ignorant of Love. 


Oh! lead me to ſome melancholy Cave, 
To lull my Sorrows in a living Gravez 
From the dark Rock where daſhing Waters fall, 
And creeping Ivy hangs the craggy Wall, 
Where I may waſte in Tears my Hours away, 
And never know the Seaſons or the Day. © 


Dye, dye, Panthea — flie this hateful Grove, 
For what is Life without the Swain I love? 


4R4 


Fog * 


TOWN ECLOGUE. 


Zy the ſame Hand. 


N O W Phæbus roſe; and with his early Beams 


Wak'd ſlumbring Delia from her pleaſing 


Her Wiſhes by her Fancy were ſupply'd,. Dreams; 


And in her Sleep the Nuptial Knot was Th 
With ſecret Joy ſhe ſaw the Morning Ray © 
Chequer the Floor, and through the Curtains 4 ; 
That happy Morn that ſhall her Bliſs compleat, 
And all her Rivals envious Hopes defeat. 

In haſte ſhe roſe; unmindful of her Pray'rs, 

Flew to the Glaſs, and praftis'd o'er her Airs: h 
Her new-ſct Jewels round her Robe are plac'd, 
Some in a Brilliant Buckle bind her Waiſt; 
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Wine round her N cek a circling Light diſplay 
Some in her Hair diffuſe a trembling Ray, - 
The Silver Knot o'erlopks the Mechlen Lace, 
And adds becoming Beauties to her Face: 
Brocaded Flow'rs o'er the gay Mantoc ſhine, 
And the rich Stays her Taper Shape confine z 
Thus all her Dreſs exerts a graceful Pride, 
And ſporting Loves fiirtound t expebting B Bride, 
For Dophnis now attends the bluſhing Maid, 4 
Before the Prieſt their ſolemn Vows are n 
Dapbnis, for whom ſo many Ladies figh, | 
Wiſh of each Heart ; Delight of ev ry Eye; 
This Day which ends at once all Delia's dae 
Shall Wel a thouftind Eyes with fecret Tears. 
Ccaſe, Araminta, now no longer Grieve, ' Y 
Thou ne'er from Hymen canſt the Youth retrieve. 
Why then in vain will Araminta moutn? 
Beſtow thy Love where thou mayſt bee! Return 
But ſtill the "wretched Maid no Comfort knows, 


And with Reſentment cheriſhes her Woes; 
STO Alone WF 
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Alone ſhe pines, and in theſe mournful Strains, 

Of Dapbnis Vows, and her own Fate complains. j 
Was it for this I ſparkled at the Pl, 
And loiter'd in the Ring whole Hours away? 
When if thy Chariot in the Circle ſhone; | | 
Our mutual Paſſion by our Looks was known: 
Through the gay Crowd my watchful Glances flew, 
Where-e'er I paſs thy grateful Eyes- purſne. 
Ah faithleſs Youth! too well you faw my Pain; 


* 


For ha the > Language of the Soul te ny 
[fied 
Think, „ Dees think that ſcarce five Daysare 
since intuint Ears thoſe treach'rousThings you aid; 
How did you praiſe my Shape and graceful Air! F 
And Woman thinks all Compliments ſincere. 


Did not thy Tongue in Raptures ſpeak thy Flame, 
And in ſoft Sighs breath Araminta's Name? * * 
n. NDidſt thou not then with Oaths thy Paſſion prove, 
And with an awful trembling, fay — I love? 
Ah faithleſs Youth! too well you ſaw my Pain; 3 
e For Eyes the Language of the Soul explain. 
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How couldſt thou thus,nngrateful Youth,deceive? 
How could I thus, unguarded Maid, Believe? 
Sure thou canſt well recall that. fatal Night, 
When ſubtle Love firſt enter'd at my Sight: 
When in the Dance I was thy Partner choſe, 
Gods! what a Rapture in my Boſom roſe! 
My trembling Hand my ſudden Flame confeſs'd, 
My glowing Checks a wounded Heart expreſs'd ; 
My Looks ſpoke Love; while you with anſw'ring 
In killing Glances made as ki nd Replies. 7 * 
Think, Daphnis, think, what terider Things you ſaid, 
Think what Confuſion all my Soul betray'd ; 
You call'd my graceful Preſence Cynthia's Air, 
And when I ſung the Syrens charm'd your Ear; 
How did thy Flatt'ry my weak Boſom move, 
When in each Whiſper flew a Gale of Love! 
But Daphnis now hath forfeited his Truth, 
And Marriage Bonds confine the perjur'd Youth. 


Ah faithleſs Youth! too well you ſaw my Pain; 
Fo or Eyes-the Language of the Soul explain. 
- Wben 


Cheriſh'd my Paſſion with thy lovely Name; An 
Thy Picture in her Talk ſo lively grew, 
That thy dear Image roſe before my View; 


She dwelt whole Hours upon thy Shape and Mien, 


And wounded Delia's Fame to ſooth my Spleen: 

When ſhe beheld me at the Name grow pale, 

Strait to thy Charms ſhe chang'd her artful Talc; 

And when thy matchleſs Charms were quite run o'er, 

I bid her tell the pleaſing Tale once more. 

Oh, Daphnis! from thy Araminta fled! * 

Oh, to my Love for ever, ever Dead! 

Like Death, his Nuptials all my Hopes remove, 

And ever part me from the Man I love. 

Ah faithleſs Youth! too well you ſaw my Pain; 
For Eyes the Language of the Soul explain. 


0 ale I by my cruel Fate be thrown, 
in n Retreat far from this hateful Town! 


Vain 


MISCELLANIES. yz 
Whene'er I dreſs'd, my Maid, who knew my 


lf od 
— as 2 1 


— | — K a c 17 its AS 6 WY * b 4 Ro 
285 * p . 4 3 4 
n e | ; . 
* 7 * 1 Ya as — 5 * 8 * 2 * "rw N 


Vain Dees and glaring Equipage, Adieu, 

Let happier N ymphs thoſe empty Shows . 
Me, let ſome melancholy Shade ſurround, 
Where not the Print of Human. Step 8 
In the gay Dance my Feet no more ſhall move, 
But bear me faintly through the lonely Grove; 
No more theſe Hands ſhall o'er the Spinnet bound, 
And from the eeping Strings call forth the Sound; 
Muſick adieu, fare veel alia Airs 
The Croaking Ravens now fhall ſooth my . 8 
Involv'd in Thought on ſome old Trunk I reſt, 
And think how. Araminta once was bleſt,, 


There er and oer thy Letters J peruſe, 
And all my. Grief i in one kind Sentence loſe, 
Some den bir by Fhance WY Woe gies 
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But ele ie my | Boſm will regain, - 

And tell me all thoſe. Oaths ang, Vows were vain, 
For Danhnis now. the Gordian K not hath tyd, 
Nor Force nor Cunning can the Band divide. 

| Ah 
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Ab faithleſs Youth top well yen faw my Phi 10 21 
For Eyes the Language of the Soul explain. 


w O N AN. 
0 W. thus it 1s when dne Virgins TOW? 


N And feel the fiery God within their Wg 
They affect the downy Chin, and roſie Check; 
And like the Youth that's baſhful as therlelpes: 5 
But when Experience and tipe Years bring Know- 
Thenwith a waryEye,and ſharpDiſcernment, Lie 600 | 
They chuſea Man of faultleſs n and F gil 
Able of Eimbs, and ſprightly in his een 


That can both raiſe and fatisfie Dæſires. 8; 
Him to'Allort'they have A Thouſand e 9 i 


Deep in their kind, as thoſe of Mirchiavel, © 1 | | 


With ſuch an Onelthey with 6{pend their Days, | 
With ach an Ollie an Age were Taree à Day! nw 1 
In Junketting, and Song, and fröllick Dance, WE 
And reſtleſs Mirth tht unweary'd: Day they * | 5 
And longeſt Winter * are then tos Moft. Fo 1 bo 


iT | TO 


| 
But quickly comes Old Age, forlorn, forſaken, 


Which cannot Love, becauſe not lov'd again: 
Then 'tis they will approve the homely 3 
And pay him Wages ſtinted to his Merit: 

For Looks and Beauty they have ſmall . 
But value Shoulders of prodigious Size, 
Thick ſtrutting Calves, a black and ſtubbed Beard, 
Which, newly ſhorn, looks blue about the Chin. 
Thus Women love in their declining Vears; 
And theſe the Charms which vin that brittle Sex. 
But as for Learning, and the Skill of Arts, 
(Bright Ornaments of Life, the Gift of Heav'n) 
Know, tho' a Man knew all that's to be known; 
Could challenge Phoebus, and the tuneful Nine; 
Could ſo Exalt himſelf by vig'rous Thought, 


That in the Trances of ſweet Contemplation, 
Fe were all Soul and pure Intelligence; As 
This Man would they deſpiſe of all Mankind; _ 
And could no more be brought with him to joyn = 
In Holy Wedlock's Bands, or otherwiſe, | wt 


Than Angels to inform an Earthly Clod. 
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THE 
COURT of VENUS 
FROM 5 
CL AUD 1 AN. 
Being Part 1 2 on — 


By Mr. E US D E N. 


N the fam'd Cyprian Iſle a Mountain ſtands, 
That caſts a Shadow into diſtant Lands. 
In vain Acceſs by Human Feet is try'd, 

Its lofty Brow looks down with noble Pride | 
On bounteous Nile, thro' ſeven wide Channels ſpread, 
And ſees old Proteus i in his Oozie Bed. - 
Along its Sides no hoary Froſts preſume 3 
To blaſt the Myrtle Shrubs, or nip the Bloom. 
The Winds with caution ſweep the riſing Flow rs, 
While balmy Dews deſcend, and vernal Show'rs. 
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The ruling Orbs no Wintry Errol Ming, 
Fix'd in th' Indulgence of Eternal Spring. 
Unfading Sweets in Purple Scenes appear, 

And genial Breezes ſoften all the Year. | 
The nice, luxurious Soul, encloy'd, may rove, 

5 F rom Pleaſures ſtill to circling Pleaſures move, 


For endleſs Beauty kindles endleſs Love. 


The Mountain, when the Summit once you gain, 
Falls by degrees, and ſinks into a Plain; 
W here the pleas'd Eye may flow ry Meads behold 
Enclos'd with branching Oar, and hedg'd withGold. 
Or where large Crops the gen'rous Glebe ſupplies, 
And yellow Harveſts, unprovok'd, ariſe. 
For by mild Zephyrs fann'd, the teeming Soil 
Yields ev'ry Grain, nor asks the Peaſant” 8 Toil. 
Theſe were the Bribes, the Price of Heavy nlyCharms, 
Theſe Cytherea won to V. ulcan s Arms. | 
For ſuch a Bliſs he ſuch a Gift beſtow' de 
The rich, th' i immor tal Labours of a God. 
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A Sylva : Scene, in ſolemn State diſplay'd, 
Flatters each feather'd Warbler with a Shade; 
But here no Bird its Painted Wings can move, 
| Unleſs elected by the Queen of Love. 

Ere made a Member of this tuneful Throng, 
She hears the Songfter, and approves the Song. 
The joyous Victors hop from Spray to Spray, 
The vanquiſh'd fly with mournful Notes away. 


Branches in Branches twin'd compoſe the Grove, 
And ſhoot, and ſpread, and bloſſom into Love. 
The trembling Palms their mutual Vows We * | 
And bending. Poplars bending Poplars meet. 

The diſtant Platanes ſeem to preſs more as: 

And to the ſighing Alder, Alders figh. 

Blue Heav'ns above them ſmile, and all below 

Two muravring Streams in wild -Meanders flow. 
This, mix'd with Gall, and that, like Honey, fweet, 

Bur ah! too ſoon th' unfriendly Waters meet! 5 | 


H 2 | Steep'd 
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Stcep'd in theſe Springs (if Verſe Belief can gain) 
The Darts of Love their double Pow'r attain. 
Hence all Mankind a bitter Sweet, have found, 3; 
A painful Pleaſure, and a grateful Wound. 


* — Trad Min or ons. anew 3 a , 


Along the graſſie Banks in bright Array 
Ten thouſand little Loves their Wings diſplay. . 
Quivers and Bows their uſual Sport proclaim 
Their Dreſs, their Stature, and their Looks the ſame - 
Smiling in Innocence, and ever young, 
And tender,as the Nymphs, from whom they ſprung, 
For Venus did but boaſt one only Son, 
And roſie Cupid was that boaſted One. 
He, uncontroul'd, thro' Heay'n extends his Sway, 

And Gods, and Goddeſſes by turns obey: 

Or if he ſtoops on Earth, great Princes burn, 
Sicken onThrones,andwreath'dwithLawrels mourn. 
Th' inferior Pow'rs o'er Hearts inferior reign, 
And Pierce che rural Fair, or homely Swain. 


Here 


— 
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Here Love's ent Pomp is ſpread around; 
Voluptuous Liberty, that knows no Bound, 
And ſudden Storms of Wrath, which ſoon decline, 
And midnight Watchings o'er the Fumes of Wine; 
Unartful Tears, and hectick Looks, that ſhow 
With filent Eloquence, the Lover's Woe; 
Boldneſs unfledg'd, and to ſtol'n Raptures new, 
Half trembling ſtands, and ſcarcely dares purſue; 
Fears, that delight, and anxious Doubts of Joy, 
Which check our ſwelling Hopes, but not deſtroy: 
And ſhort-breath'd Vows, forgot, as ſoon as made, 
On airy Pinions flutter thro' the Glade, 
Youth, with a haughty Look, and gay Attire, 
And rolling Eyes, that glow with ſoft Deſire, 
| Shines forth exalted on a pompous Scat, 
While ſullen Cares, and wither'd Age retreat. 


Now from afar the Palace ſeems to blaze, 
And hither would extend its golden Rays; 


H 3 | Bur 
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But by Reflection of the Grove is een 
The Gold ſtill vary'd by a waving Green. 
For Mulciber with ſecret Pride beheld, 
How far his Skill all human Wit excell'd; 
And, grown uxorious, did the Work deſigg 
To ſpeak the Artiſt, and the Art divine. 
Proud Columns, tow'ring high, ſupport the Frame, 
That hewn from Hyacinthian Quarries came. | 
The Beams are Em'ralds, and yet ſcarce adorn 
The Rubic Walls, on which themſelves are born. 
The Pavement, rich with Veins of Apate, lies, 
And Steps, with ſhining Jaſpers ſlipp'ry, riſe. | 


Here Spices in Parterres promiſcuous blow, 
Not from Arabia's Fields more Odours flow. 
The wanton Winds thro' Groves of Caſſia play, 
And ſteal the ripen'd Fragrancies away. 
Here, with its Load the mild Amomum bends, 
There, Cinnamon in rival Sweets contends. 
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A rich Perfume the raviſh'd Senſes fills, 
While from the weeping Tree the Balm diſtills. 


At theſe delightful Bow'rs arrives at laſt 
The God of Love, a tedious Journey paſt : 

Then ſhapes his Way to reach the Fronting Gate, 

Doubles his Majeſty, and walks in State. 

It chanc'd, upon a radiant Throne reclin'd, 

Venus her golden Treſſes did unbind: 

Proud to be thus employ'd, on either Hand 

Th' IAalian Siſters, rang'd in order, ſtand. 

Ambroſial Eſſence one beſtows in Show'rs, 

And laviſhly whole Streams of Nectar pours. 

With Iv'ry Combs another's dext'rous Care 

Or curls, or opens the diſhevel'd Hair. 

A third, induſtrious with a nicer Eye, 

Inſtructs the Ringlets, in what Form to lie: 

Yet leaves ſome few, that, not fo cloſely preſt, 

Sport in the Wind, and wanton from the reſt. 


H 4. | Sweet 
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Sweet Negligence! by artful Study wrought, 

A graceful Error, and a lovely Fault. 
The Judgment of the Glaſs is here unknown, | 
Here Mirrors are ſupply'd by ev'ry Stone. 
Where-c'er the Goddeſs turns, her Image falls, 
And a new Venus dances on the Walls, 

Now, while ſhe did her ſpotleſs Form ſurvey, 
Pleas'd with Love's Empire, and almighty Sway, 
She ſpy'd her Son, and fir'd with eager Joy 
Sprung forwards, and embrac'd the Fav'rite Boy. 


— 


On a Handſome Woman with a fine Voice, 
but very Covetons and Proud. 


O bright is thy Beauty, ſo charming thy Song, 
g As had drawn both the Beaſts and * Or. 
Pzuheus along; 1 

But ſuch is thy Avarice, and ſuch 3 is thy Pride, 


That the Beaſts muſt have ſtarv d, and the Poet 
have dy d. 


VERSES 
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VzRsEs ſent toa LADY, 
WITH THE 
TRAGEDY of CAT 0. 


N vain, O Heav'nly Maid, do I peruſe 

Th” inſtructive Labours of the Tragick Muſe, 
If Cato's Virtue cannot cure my Soul, 
And all the jarring Paſſions there controul : 
In vain 


but Ah! what Arguments can prove 

Sufficient to reſiſt the Force of Love. 

Than like Marcus in th* impetuous Fire; 

Like him J languiſh with the fond Deſire; 

Like him I groan beneath th' uneaſie Weight, 

And ev'n like him deſpairing, wiſh my Fate. 

Could you with Lucia's Eyes behold my Pain, 

Then would you ſtrive to ſoften your Diſdain: 

My anxious Griefs your tender Breaſt would move, 

And raiſe Compaſſion, where they could not Love. 
5 | | But 
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But lo bright Marcia / ſee, relentleſs Fair: 


In Cato's Daughter thy whole ſelf appear. 


In thee, alas! her lovely Virtues ſhine, 


Her Charms, her Heav 'nly Beauties all are thine; 


And whilſt in moving Numbers is diſplay'd, 


Juba's ſoft Paſſion for the glorious Maid, 


Think you behold your Lover proſtrate lie, 
In tendereſt Accents think you hear me Sigh: 


Then, then be kind -—and on my Suff rings ſile 


As gen'rous Marcia pity'd Juba's Toil. 

Thou, in whom all the Roman Virtues dwell, 
Let. not the Roman Mercy thine excel 3 
Since Love like that of Juba fills my Breaſt, 


Let me at length with equal Joys be bleſt. 
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THE 


SPRING 


expire, 
HEN wintry Blaſts and ruffling Storms 


And Nature kindles up her genial Fire; 
When the gay Park puts on a lively Green; 
Clariſſa there in all her Charms is ſeen. 
Her ſparkling Eyes did double Luſtre bring; 
Her glowing Bloom confeſt the youthful Spring: 
Yer her ſtain'd Cheeks Vermillion Bluſhes ran; 3 
A Goddeſs moved. And Florio thus began. 


See, ſee, Clariſſa, how theſe Meadows riſe 
In all their flow'ry Pride, and varied Dies! | 

| How on thoſe Trees the Orient Bloſſom blows, - 
And yon ſmooth Amber Stream in in flows! 
Here the tall Elm from failing Rains defend: 
The Lime Tree there a grateful Fragrance ſends. 


Above, 


o n 
Above, ſee gilded Tracts and Chryſtal Skies: 
Below, gay Landskips, verdant Scenes ariſe; 


The verdant Scenes, reflecting mildeſt Light, 
Soften the Proſpect, and refreſh the Sight. 


And now, yon Clouds in pearly Currents flow, 
And glancing Sun- beams paint the gaudy Bow, 
Whoſe colour'd Tracts, obſcurely waſting, die, 
Varniſh the Earth, and purge the middle Sky. 


The wafting Air, freighted with Spices, comes; 
With every Breath we draw in rich Perfumes : 
The ſoft Serene in every Feature ſhines : | 
The Heart beats joyous, and the Head refines : 
The ſprightly Limbs their ſpringing Vigour ſhow; 
In ſwifter Tides the dancing Spirits flow: 

The ſwelling Fluid wantons in the Vein: 
And gay Ideas play about the Brain: 
Each Organ labours to exert its Power, 
And Life exults, and Nature ſallies o'er. 
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Inform 
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Inform me, fair one, whence theſe Symptoms riſe ; 
Why pants the Breaſt ? Why languiſh thus the Eyes ? 


What makes the Maid to bluſh ? The Youth to ſtart ? 


Whence are theſe Extaſies and Pangs of Heart ? 
Is it not Nature's Call ſoft Joys to prove? 
Means it not Life? And what means Life but Love? 


Here, his Voice failing, as his Rapture roſe, 
In moving Silence Florio figh'd his Vows: 
When to his Heart the refluent Spirits came, 
With rifing Joy he urg'd his heighten'd Flame. 


Hear, how mild Zephyr ſooths the amorous Breaſt! 
Hear him, like me, in dying Murmurs waſte ! 
See, how the Birds, thro' all the ſhady Seats, 
Fill up the Melody, and wooe their Mates ? 

The Birds, the Beaſts a gentle Fury moves, 
Thro' the wide Air and Earth to ſeek their Loves. 
| The glow of Love in every Boſom reigns, 

And eyery Maid diſſolves in melting Pains. 
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Even in thy Breaſt more tender Paſſions riſe, 


And ſpread unuſual Softneſs o'er thy Eyes: 


A florid Bloom fits on thy ripen'd Charms, 


And lambent Youthful Heat each Beauty warms : 


The Vernal Soul, diffus'd thro” all, invites 
To ſweeten Cypria's Joys with Hymen's Rites. 


Soon as the trembling Nymph heard Zymen nam'd ; 
Her Warmth redoubled, and her Wiſhes flam'd 


Her raviſh'd Heart leap'd up; the joy'd to find 


She might be ſtrictly good, and fondly kind. 
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DrawingaLaDy's PicTuRE. 

O ir a Semblance of fo fair a Face, 

What Hand but thine ſucceſsfully could we" 

To blended Colours ſo much Beauty give, 
As might a Lover” 8 careful Eyes deceive. 


On the dark Canvaſs ſee Dalinds riſe, . 
: Whilſt every Senſe confeſſes its Sur prizes 
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So beauteous Cynthia darts a radiant hk 
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Deferr'd the Pleaſures of the Night. 


112 PO ETICAIL. 
8 TRE PH ON the young, the lovelieſt Swain, 
That ever grac'd th' Arcadian Plain, 


Fair Celia lov'd, nor lov'd in Vain. 


Hymen had warranted Delight; 
But ftill the Sun, with hated Light, 


PO eos nerd. 
wo 33 


To eaſe his Pain his Harp he ſtrung, 
And charm'd the Wain of Night along, 
With his ſoft harmonious Song. | 

„ 
| Phehus, Ruler of the Day, 
Swiftly drive the Hours away; 


e eee os 


In the Ocean drop the Light, 
And haſten on the lazy Night. 


MISC EL LANIER S 


%. 


To her bright Look thy Rays will be, 
But what Aurora is to Thee? 


75 II. ; 


If &er thou heard'ſt a Lover's Vow, 
Propitious Phabus hear me now 
Since thou, who art the Sun, haſt known 


Love's Fires burn fiercer than thine own. 


III. 


And when, by my Entreaties bow'd, 
Thou ſet'ſt in yonder Evening Cloud; 3 
In Thetis Boſom thou may'ſt lie, 

And truſt the Day to Celia's Eye. 


IV. 


Envy ſhall make Thee later riſe, 
And own the Conqueſt of her Eyes. 


With ſuch ſoft Muſick did the Swain 


Of Love's tormenting Cares complain, 
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mh POETICAL 
That Phebus haſted on the Night, 
And in the Ocean dropt the Light: 


To Celia's Arms then Strephon came, 


And in them quencht as bright a Flame. 
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B 1 O N, Jmitated. 


T* E Nine 'flir Ditightets Gf Ttmitiörtal Fore 


Refuſe to patronize licentious Love; 


And yet diſdain not kindhy to Inſpire 


The Man, whoſe Breaſt contains a: purer Fire. 


To foul, diſhonoitir'd-Enft, the-Bafhfiil Mute 
Will every Pray'r and ev ry Wiſh refute. 


Not ſo to him, who in his Virgin Lays 
The ſpotleſs Image of his Soul difplays. 


Then the chaſte Goddeſ preſent to his View 


Stands forth confeſt, 8 he once purſue. 


Unask'd 
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Unask'd ſhe inſpires him with the runeful Art, 
To ſooth the Mind, and captivate the Heart. 
This I atteſt, fince I have often known © 
The Truth of what, by me, the Muſes own. 
For if ſome Love leſs Noble were my Song, 
The faultving Numbers dy!d upon my Tongue. 
But, fair Amelia, when to Thee I ſing, 

Then all the Muſes their Aſſiſtance bring; 
Wirh living Thoughts chey animate cach Lim, 
Aleas l co Immortalize the bright Deſign, 
Which bears the Luſtre of a Name like thine. 


12 T @ 
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Who! IN 
Imitation of a SONNET of Milton. 


I. 
Thou, who in thine early Bloom of Youth, 
(Tho' dark the Path, tho' rugged is the: 
Didſt labour up the Hill of Heay'nly Truth, 
By Glory led, impatient of Delay 
And now among thoſe few moſt eminent art t ſeen, 
That tread the Turf of that Immortal Green. 
8 
Ariſtus! in whoſe Breaſt the Heav'nly Muſe, 
(Such is her Care of Godlike Minds, like thine) 
The Spirit of each Perfection did infuſe 


That 828 * and the tuneful Nine: 
| | Thou 
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Thou wondrous Vouth, my artleſs Numbers guide, 
And gently fan the * which, but for thee, had 

* 

III. 

Ev'n as that Image, which Prometheus made. 
When uninform'd with that Celeſtial Fire, 
Upon the Ground a ſenſeleſs Lump was laid, 
Till Heat Divine did Motion firſt inſpire. 


| So me, from this low Earth thou firſt didſt raiſe,” 
And animate with thy inſpiring Praiſe. 


IV.. 


When ſhall we meet} and * wilt than dec 


* 


PAs 


To me the Sunſhine of a friendly Smile? 

When ſhall we turn to Joy each ſullen Hour, 

And with ſweet Talk our various Cares beguile ? 
When ſhall we, charm'd with thoſe dear Joys we 

feel, | „ 

Let gray-ey'd Morn on Night unheeded deut ? | 


T3. | V. Then 


118 2 Q ETIC AE 
275 74 Wet 32 
Then, fhalt the burning Hearth wich chene- 
ful Blaze, 
Diſſolve the Froſt, and chilling Winter" 8 Cold. 
The ſparkling Wine. ſhall ſwilt-win d. Fancy 
And every Faculty of Joy unfold. (rule, 
T hen from the welbtun' d Harp f loft Sounds hall 
ſtrike the Ear, 
And warble in ſublimer Notes the 1 inns A Air. . 
ar i paſs, 
Until Favonius, with his Breath, inſpire _ 
Fach gentle Youth, and every blooming Laſs 
To feel returning Love, and foft Defire; 
Till, crown'd with Roſes, new-born Spring appear, 
Spring, the Tweet, purple Dawn and ' Morning of 
VII. - \[the Year. 
If thee, Aris ſuch Delights can pleaſe, 


Loſe not th Enjoyment of the preſent Hour; 
Let 


Let this be paſsd in no inglorious Eaſe; 
The preſent only is within our Poyyr. 


Do not, too wiſely, from this Joy refrain, 


Neglected once, perhaps twill ne'cr return again. 


* 


we 
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1 T H A . 


Bring Part of the XIIIth Book of HOMER's 
09 . 


"By N POPE. 


The — of this Book a ile the 5 77 
Ulyſſes from Phæacia; with the Gifts of Alcinous 
70 his Gueſt; and his taking Ship for his Native 


Country Ithaca. 
Spread their broad Sails, and launch into 


the Main: 


At once they bend, and rike their — Oars, 


HE Sun deſcending the n Train 


And leave the ſinking Hills, and leſs' ning Shores. 3 
- 


MISCELLANITES. na ® | 


While on the Deck the Chief in Silence lies... 
And pleaſing Slumbers ſteal upon his Eyes. 

As fiery Courſers in the rapid Race, 

Urg'd by fierce Drivers thro? the duſty Space, 
Toſs their high Heads, and ſcour along the Plain; 
So mounts the bounding Veſlel o'er the Main 2 
Back to the Stern the parted Billows flow, 


And the black Ocean foams and roars below. 


Thus with ſpread Sails the winged Gally flies; 
Leſs ſwift, an Eagle cuts the liquid Skies: 
Divine Hes was her Sacred Load, 1 

A Man, in Wiſdom equal to a God. 

Much Danger long, and mighty Toils he bore, 

| In Storms by Sea, and Combats on the Shore? 
All which ſoft Sleep now baniſh'd from his Breaſt 
Wrapt in a pleaſing, deep, and death- like Reſt. 


But when the riſing Star did Heav'n adorn, 
Whoſe radiant Fires foretell the bluſhing Morn, 
Like 


m ' POEPICAL © 

Like diſtant Clouds tho Mariners ſurvey- 

Th' emerging Hills and Rocks of Ithaca. 21 

Far from the Town, a ſpacious Port appears, 
Sacred to Phorcys* Pow'r, whoſe Name is bears; 
Two eraggy Rocks, projecting to the Main, 
The roaring Winds tempeſtuous Rage reſtrain; 
Within, the Waves in ſofter Murmurs glide, 
And Ships ſecure without their Haulſers ride. bo 
High at the Head a branching Olive grows, | Z 
And crowns the pointed Cliffs whith ſhady Boughs. 
Beneath, a gloomy Gro#to's cool Recels, 
Delights the Nereids of the neighb'ring Seas; 


Where Bowls and Urns were form'd of living Stone, 


And maſfic Beams in native Marble ſhone, 
On which the Labours of the Nymphs were rall'd, 
Their Webs Divine of Purple mix'd with Gold. 
Within the Cave, the cluſtring Bees attend 
Their Waxen Works, or from the Roof depend, 
Perpetual Waters o'er the Pavement _ i: 
Two Marble Doors unfold on n either fide; 


. 
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Sacred the South, by which the Gods deſcend, 
But Mortal enter at the Nombern End 


Thither they bent, and bau & theix Ship to Land, 
(The crooked Keel divides the yellow Sand) 
Ulyſſes ſleeping on his. Couch they bore, 
And gently plag'd him on the Rocky Sboro: 
His, Freafuves next, Ain Gifts, they Rid 
In the wild Obves unfrequented- Shade; 

Secure from Theft: Then launch'd the Bark again, 
And tugg'd their Oars, and meaſur d back the Main. 


Mean while Uby/ts in his Counzry lin, 
Releas d hm Step; and round him might ſurvey 
The ſolitary Shore, and rowling Sea. 
| Yet had his Mind, thre! tedious Abſence, loſt 
The dear Remembrance of his Native Coaſt; 


Beſides Minerva to ſocure her Care, FL 
Diffus'd around a Veil of thicken'd Air: 
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For ſo the Gods ordain'd, to keep unſeen 

His Royal Perſon from his Friends and Queen, 
Till the proud Suitors, for their Crimes, afford 
An ample Vengeance to her injur'd Lord. 


Now all the Land another Proſpect bore, 
Another Port appear'd, another Shore, 
And long-continu'd Ways, and winding Floods, 
And unknown Mountains, crown'd with unknown 

Woods. 3 

Penſive and flow, with ſudden Grief oppreſt, 
The King aroſe, and beat his careful Breaſt, 
Caſt a long Look o'er all the Coaſt and Main, 
And ſought around his Native Realm in vain 
Then with erected Eyes ſtood fix d in Woe, 
| ag as he 3 the Tears — to flow. 


ve Gods the ery'd) upon hid barren Coat, 
In what new — is Mes toſt? 


Poſſeſt 


IT SCE TLLANI ES. 


Poſſeſt by wild Barbarians fierce in Arms? 

Or Men, whoſe Boſom tender Pity warms? 
Where ſhall this Treaſure now in Safety lie? 
And whither, whither its ſad Owner flie? 

Ah why did I Alcinous' Grace implore? 

Ah why forſake Pheacia's happy Shore? 

Some juſter Prince perhaps had entertain'd, 

And fate reſtor'd me to my Native Land. 

Is this the promis'd, long expected Coaſt 5 

And this the Faith Phæacia's Princes boaſt ? 
Oh righteous Gods! of all the Great, how few 
Are juſt to Heav'n, and to their Promiſe true! 
But He the Pow'r, to whoſe All- ſeeing Eyes 
The Deeds of Men appear without Diſguiſe, 
"Tis his alone, t'avenge the Wrongs I bear; 


For ſtill th* Oppreſt are his peculiar Care: 
To count theſe Preſents, and from thence to prove 


Their Faith, is mine; the reſt belongs to Jove. 


i Then 
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Then on the Sands he æang N his wealthy Store, 
The Gold, the Veſts, the Tripotls number A Gr.; 

All theſe he found, but ſtill, in Beror loft, 


'POETICAL”® 


Diſconſolate he wanders on the Coaſt: 
Sighs for lis Gountry; and lamemts uguin 


To the deaf Rocks, and hoarſe-refounding Nai. 
When 10! the Guardiun Goddeſs of the W, 


Celeſtial Pallas, ftood before his Eyes; 
In ſhow a youthful Swain, of Form divine, | 


A græaceful Robe her ſlender Body Areſt, 


And painted Sandals on her Feet the wore : 


Who feem'd deſcoſſded from ſome Princely Line: 


Around her Shoulders flew che waving Melt. 
Her decent Hand a ſhining Jav'lin bore, 


To whom the King: Whoeꝰer of · Human Race 


Thou art, that wander'ſt in this-defatt Place, 


With Joy to thee, us to ſome God, I bend 


To thee my Treaſures and my ſelf commend. 


O tell a Wretch, in Exile doom'd to ſtray, 
What Air I breath, what Country I ſurvey? 


The 
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The fruitful Gontinentꝭ's extreameſt Bound, 
Or ſome fair Iſle which Neptuneis Arms ſurround? 


From what far Climie (faid ſtie) remote from Fame, 
Arriv'ſt thou here, aa Stranger to our Name? 
Thou ſeeſt an Iſland, not to thoſe unknown, 
Whoſe Hills are brightenꝰd by the riſing Sun. 
Nor thofe, that plac'd beneath his utmoſt Reign, 
Behold him ſinking in tlie Weſfern Main. 

The rugged Soil allows no level Space 

For- flying Chariots, or the rapid Race; 

Vet not uugrateful to che · Peafant's Pain, FP; 

Suffices Fulneſs to the Welling Grain z 

The loaded Trees their various Fruits produce, 

; And cluſtring Gripes -afford a gen' rous Juice; 

Woods crown dur Mountains, and in ev'ry"Gove | 

The bounding Goats and frisking Heyfers rope; 

Soft Rains aid kindly Dews refreſh: tlie Field, 
And riſing- Springs! Eternal Verdure yield, 


_ 2OETICHL 


Ev'n to thoſe Shores is Ithaca renown'd, 
Where Troy's Majeſtic Ruins ſtrow the Ground. 


At this, the Chief with Tranſport was poſſeft, 
His panting Heart exulted in his Breaſt : 
Yet well diſſembling his untimely Joys, 
And veiling Truth in plauſible Diſguiſe ; l 


Thus, with an Air ſincere, in Fiction bold, 
His ready Tale th' inventive Hero told. 


Oft have I heard, in Crete, this Iſland's Name, 
For 'twas from Crete, my Native Soil, I came 
Self- baniſn'd thence, I ſail'd before the Wind, 
And left my Children and my Friends behind. | 
From fierce [domeneus Revenge I flew, 

Whoſe Son, the ſwift Or/ilochus, I flew, 
(With Brutal Force he ſeiz'd my Trojan Prey, 


Due to the Toils of many a bloody Day.) . 
Unſeen I ſcap'd; and favour'd by the Night, 
In a Phanician Veſſel took my Flight; 


MISCELLANITES. ny 
For Pyle or Elis bound; but Tempeſts toſt, 
And raging Billows drove us on your Coaſt: 


In dead of Night an unknown Port we gain'd, 
Spent with F atigue, and ſlept ſecure on Land; 
But ere the Roſie Morn renew'd the Day, 


While in th' Embrace of pleaſing Sleep I lay, 8 

Sudden, invited by auſpicious Gales, g 
They land my Goods, and hoiſt their flying Sails. 
 Abandon'd here, my F ortune I deplore, 1 

An hapleſs Exile on a Foreign Shore. 


Thus while he ſpoke, the blue-ey'd Maid began 
With pleaſing Smiles to view the God-like Man 
Then chang'd her Form, and now divinely bright 
Jove's heav'nly Daughter ſtood confeſs'd to Sight, 
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Like a fair Virgin in her Beauty's Bloom, 
Skill d in th' illuſtrious Labours of the Loom. 


O ſtill the fame Uhys! ſhe rejoin'd, 
In uſeful Craft ſucceſsfully refin'd d; 
Artful in Speech, in Action, and in Mind! 
93 8 1 =—_ 
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Suffic'd it not, that thy long Len OY 
Secure thou ſeeſt thy Native Shore at laſt? 
But this to me? who, like thy ſelf, excel 
In Arts of Counſel, and Diſſembling well 
To me, whoſe Wit exceeds the Pow'rs Divine, 

No leſs, than Mortals are ſurpaſs'd by thine: 
Know'ſt thou not me, who made thy Life my Care, 
Thro' ten Years Wand'ring, and thro' ten YearsWarz 
Who taught thee Arts, Alcinous to perſuade, 
To raiſe his Wonder, and ingage his Aid? 
And now appear, thy Treaſures to protect, 
Conceal thy Perſon, thy Deſigns direct, 

And tell what more thou muſt from Fate expect; . 


Domeſtick Woes, far heavier to be born, 

The Pride of Fools, and Slaves inſulting Scorn. 
But thou be Silent, nor reveal thy State, 

Vield to the Force of unreſiſted Fate, 

And bear unmov'd the Wrongs of baſe Mankind, 
The laſt and hardeſt Conqueſt of the Mind. 


MISCELLANIES. 1 


Goddeſs of Wiſdom! (7thacus replies) 
He who diſcerns thee muſt be truly wiſe, 
so ſeldom view'd, and ever in Diſguiſe. 
When the bold Argives did their Arms imploy 
Before the Walls of well-defended Troy, 
Ulyſſes was thy Care, Celeſtial Maid, 
Grac'd with thy Sight and favour'd with thy Aid: 
But when proud Dion's Tow'rs in Aſhes lap, 
And, bound for Greece, we plow'd the Watry way; 
Our Fleet diſpers'd, and driv'n from Coaſt to Coaſt : 
Thy ſacred Preſence from that Hour I loſt; 
Till I beheld thy radiant Form once more, | 
And heard thy Counſels on Pheacia's Shore, 
But by th' Almighty Author of thy Race, 
Tell me, oh tell, is this my Native Place? 
For much I fear, long Tracts of Land and Sea 
Divide this Coaſt from diſtant hace. 
The ſweet Deluſion kindly you impoſe, 
To ſooth my Hopes and mitigate my Woes. 


K2z Thus 
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Thus he: The blue-ey'd Goddeſs thus replies: 
How prone to Doubt, how cautious are the Wiſe? 
= Who versd in F ortune, fear the flatt'ring Show, 
And taſte not half the Bliſs the Gods beſtow. = 
ye more ſhall Pallas aid thy juſt Deſires, 

And guard the Wiſdom which her ſelf inſpires. 
Others, long abſent from their Native Place, 5 
Strait ſeek their Home, and fly 1 with eager Pace, 
To their Wives Arms, andChildrens dearEmbrace. 2 
Not thus Uly/es; he decrees to prove 4 
His Subjects Faith, and Queen's ſuſpected Love, 
Who mourn'd her Lord twice ten revolving Vears, 
And waſtes the Days in Grief, the Nights in Tears. 
But Pallas knew (thy Friends and Navy loſt) 
Once more twas giv'n thee to behold thy Coaſt: 
Yet how cou'd I with adverſe Fate engage, 
And Mighty Neptune's unrelenting Rage 3 
Now lift thy longing Eyes, while I reſtore 
The pleaſing Proſpect of thy Native Shore! 
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Behold the Port of Phor cs fenc'd around 3 
With Rocky Mountains, and with Olives crown rd 4 
| Behold the gloomy Erot, whoſe cool Receſs | 
: Delights the Nereids of the neighb'ring Seas; 

| Whoſe now neglected Altars, in thy Reign 
Bluſh'd with the Blood of Sheep and Oxen ſlain. 
Behold where Neritus the Clouds divides, 
And ſhakes the waving Foreſts on his Sides! 


So ſpake the Goddeſs, and the Proſpect clear'd, 


The Miſts diſpers'd, and all the Coaſt appear'd : 
The King with Joy confeſs'd his Place of Birth, 


And, on his Knees, ſalutes his Mother Earth; 
Then, with his ſuppliant Hands upheld in Air, 
Thus to the Sea-green Siſters ſends his Pray'r. 


All hail! Ye Virgin Daughters of the Main; - 
Ye Streams, beyond my Hopes beheld again! | 


| To you once more your own Uly/es bows, 


Attend his Tranſports, and receive his Vows. 
K 3 


— Torr 


„ SOBDDGOLL 

If Jove prolong my Days, and Pallas crown 
The growing Virtues of my yourliful Son, Us 
To you ſhall Rites Divine be ever paid, 3 01 
And grateful Off rings on your Altars laid. 
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From the Seventh Book of 
AOMERs ODIYSSES. 
By the ſame Hand. | 


Loſe to the Gates a ſpacious Garden lies, 

| From Storms defended and inclement Skies : 

F our Acres was th' allotted Space of Ground, 
Fenc'd with a green Encloſure all around. 

Tall thriving Trees confeſt the fruitful Mold; 

The red'ning Apple ripens here to Gold, | 

Here the blue Figg with luſcious Juice o'erflows, f 


* 


. 


N 823 : " 
any Wor Tx [ 25 E e N . 
7 8 1 n Ms ea __— — 7 reer, * i» W- = l — = =_ RMS: NIE r enn 
w—_— www — eh „ — — TER SST 
kb is f by = . r N mas —_—_— —_— -, \ = 8 as - 6 w_ 
ue paar won ng HTS © SES 2 | 2 mol 
\ 8 vo 


With deeper Red the full Pomegranate glows, 
K 4 yy The 


„ POETICAL | 


The Branch here bends beneath the weighty Pear, 
And verdant Olives Aouriſh round the Year. | 
The balmy Spirit of the Weſtern Gale 
Eternal breathes on Fruits untaught to fail : 
Each dropping Pear a following Pear ſupplies, 
On Apples Apples, Figs on Figs ariſe : 

The fame mild Seaſon gives the Blooms to blow, 
The Buds to harden, and the Fruits to grow. 


Here order'd Vines in equal Ranks appear 
With all th' United Labours of the Year, 
Some to unload the fertile Branches run, 
Some dry the black'ning Cluſters in the Sun, 
Others to tread the liquid Harveſt join, 
The groaning Preſſes foam with Floods of Wine. 
Here are the Vines in early Flow'r deſcry'd, 
Here Grapes diſcolour'd on the ſunny Side, 
And there in Autumn's richeſt Purple dy'd. 


Beds of all various Herbs, for ever green, 
In beauteous Order terminate the Scene. 
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Two plenteous Fountains the whole Proſpect 
crown'd; / „ ( 
This thro' the Gardens leads its Streams around, 
Viſits each Plant, and waters all the Ground : 
While that in Pipes beneath the Palace flows, 
And thence its Current on the Town beſtows z 


— 


To various Uſe th eir various Streams they bring, 
The People one, and one ſupplies the King. 
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Pu to Pro ſepine 


FROM 


| The ſecond Book of her Rape, by Claudias 


By Mr. E 0 S OD E N 


EASE, ceaſe, fair N ymph, to laviſh preci- 
ous Tears, . 
And diſcompoſe your Soul with airy Fears. 
Look on Sicilia's glitt'ring Courts with Scorn; 
A nobler Sceptre ſhall that Hand adorn. 
Imperial Pomp ſhall ſooth a gen'rous Pride; 


The Bridegroom never will diſgrace the Bride. 
If 
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If you above Terreſtrial 'E hrones aſpire, | | 

From Heav'n I ſpring, and Saturn was my Sire. 

The Pow'r of Pluto ſtretches all around, 

Uncircumfcrib'd by Nature's utmoſt Bound: 

Where Matter, mould'ring, dies, where Forms 
decays - 

Throꝰ the vaſt trackleſs Void extends my Sway. 

Mark not with mournful Eyes the fainting Light, 

Nor tremble at this Interval of Night. 

A fairer Scene ſhall open to your View, 

An Earth more verdant, and a Heav'n more blue. 

Another Phebus gilds thoſe happy Skies, 

And other Stars, with purer Flames, ariſe. 

There chaſte Adorers ſhall their Praiſes join, 


And with the choiceſt Gifts enrich your Shrine. 

I The bliſsful Climes no Change of Ages knew, 

| The Golden firſt began, and ftill is new. 
That Golden Age your World awhile could boaſt, 

But here it flouriſh'd, and was never loſt. 


. | Perpe- 
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Perpetual Zephyrs breath thro? fragrant Bow'rs, 
And painted Meads ſmile with unbidden Flow'rs: 
Flow'rs of immortal Bloom, and various Hue ; 

No Rival Sweets in your own Enna grew. 

In the Receſs of a cool, Sylvan Glade, 

A Monarch Tree projects no vulgar Shade. 
Encumber'd with their Wealth, the Branches bend, 


And Golden Apples to your Reach deſcend. ] 
Spare not the Fruit, but pluck the blooming Oar, iſ? 
The yellow Harveſt will encreaſe the more. 

þ 


But I too long on trifling Themes explain, 

Nor ſpeak th' unbounded Glories of your Reign. 

Whole Nature owns your Pow'r: Whate'er have 
Birth, Pt e 

And live, and move, o'er all the Face of Earth; 


Or in old Ocean's mighty Caverns ſleep, 

Or ſportive roll along the foaming Deep; 
Or on ſtiff Pinnions Airy Journies take, 

Or cut the floating Stream, or ſtagnant Lake: 


In 
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In vain they labour to preſerve their Breath, 

And ſoon fall Victims to your Subject, Death. 

Unnumber'd Triumphs ſwift to you he brings, 

Hail! Goddeſs of all Sublunary Things! 

Empires, that fink above, here riſe again, 

And Worlds unpeopled crowd th' Elyfan Plain. 

The Rich, the Poor, the Monarch, and the Slave, 

Know no ſuperior Honours in the Grave. 

Proud Tyrants once, and lawrell'd Chiefs ſhall 
come, 

And kneel, and trembling, wait | from wm their 
Doom. | 

The Impious, forc'd, ſhall then their Crimes dif- 

cloſe, 


\nd ſee paſt Pleaſures teem with future Woes; | 

Deplore in Darkneſs your impartial Sway, 

While ſpotleſs Souls enjoy the Fields of Day. 
Vhen ripe for ſecond Birth, the Dead ſhall ſtand 
In ſhiv'ring Throngs on the Lethæan Strand, 


ſn | . | 1 


That Shade, whom you approve, tall firſt be 
brought 
To quaff Oblivion in the pleaſing Bunge 
W hoſe Thread of Lite, juſt ſpun, you would renew, 
But nod, and Clotho ſhall re-wind the Clue. 
Let no diſtruſt of Pow'r your Joys abate, 
Speak what you wiſh, and what you ſpeak, is Fate. 


The Raviſher thus ſooth'd the weeping Fair, 
And check'd the Fury of his Steeds with Care: 
Poſſeſt of Beauty's Charms, he calmly rode, 
And Love firſt ſoftend the relentleſs God, 


7 4 
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The Author of C A T O. 
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8 Britain reſcu'd from th* alian Chain, 

And the dear Song neglected for thy Strain? 
Are ev'n the Fair reclaim'd? And dare they fit 
Intent on Virtue, and be pleas'd with Wit? | 
What Muſe, but thine, could thus redeem our Taſte, 
With Show deluded, and with Sound debas' d? 
ard was the Task, and worthy of your Rage, 
ou ſeem the great Alcides of the Age; | 
ow gloriouſly you Riſe in our Defence ! 
our Cauſe is Liberty, your Armour, Senſe ; 
The Brood of tuneful Monſters you controul, 
Which fink the Genius, and degrade the Soul: 
hoſe Foes to Verſe you chaſe with manly Arts, * 
nd kindle Roman Fires in Britiſh Hearts. 


0 2 Oh! 
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Oh! fix, as well as raiſe that Noble Flame, 
Confirm your Glory, and prevent our Shame; 
The routed Opera may return again, 
Seduce our Hearts, and o'er our Spirits reign: 
Ev'n Cato is a doubtful Match for All, 

And Right, oppreſt with Odds, again may fall; 
Let our juſt Fears your ſecond Aid implore, 
Repeat the Stroke, this Zydra ſprings no more. 


ON SOME 


Snow that melted on a Lady 1 
8 15 Bre aft. 


HOSE envious Flakes came down in haſte, 

T To prove her Breaſt leſs Pair: 5 

Grieving to find chemſelves * 
Diſſolv'd into a 3 
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*. JULIAN* Proyer 


TY T A E E in Kalb Fontaine, n uy 


"HI LS T on their Wings the gentle 25 
Phyrs bear 

The youthful Seaſon of the blooming Years * 2 _ 

While the bright Sun attends on Nature's Birth, a ; 

And with & Warmer Kiſs ſalutes the Earth; : 

While Venus o. er the whole Creation reigns, 

And Cypid revels on the flow” 5 Þ Plains 3 

pregnant withSweets, while fanning Breezes move, 

| Saluting as they-paſs the Citron Grove, 

And univerſal Nature glows with Love: 

I feel my Blood and Spirits ſwifter glide, | 

And Fancy flowing i in a fuller Tide. 

Alone, I now ſome Tale of Love rehearſe, - 

Or if 1 lumber, {ill I dream of Verſe. 


L 
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Celeſtial Muſe! if tis from thee my Breaſt 
Is with the Love of Poetry poſſeſt; | 


Raiſe thy young Poet from the Vulgar Throng, 


Suſtain his Flight, and animate his Song - ' 

Far from my Thoughts all other Cares remove, 
But only thoſe of Poetry and Love. 

Be This an Earneſt of my future Praiſe, 

An Omen thou wilt Bleſs my growing Bays; b 
ChiBrin the youthful Bard, who trembling fears, | 
To bear a Weight unequal to his Years. | 
Shew, that it is from Thee my Heart 0 'erflows, 
1 F Fancy paints the Subjedt _— choſe. . 


In Fair Milan there dwelt, of mighty Fame, = 


A Noble Knight, and Tancred was his N ame; 5 


Famous he was in many a bloody F. ight, 

But moſt in Courtly Arts was his Delight: 
Thoſe ſofter Combats, and more pleaſing Wars, 
Which broke no Bones, nor ſeam'd the Face with 


Scars. 


N N e' er 
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Ne'er-did our Knight of any She complain, 
That much he lov'd, and was not lov'd again. 
Envy'd by All, and Happy, was the Dame, 
Who was the Object of brave Tancred's Flame: 
Vers'd in the Arts of Love, full well he knew 
When to Retire, and when again Purſue. 

Thus skill'd the tender Moment to improve, 
Succeſs {till waited on his roving Love. 


Long had our Warriour thus victorious Reign'd; 
A Nymph by him beſieg'd, was ſurely gain'd. 
But in Milan there grew not Palms enow; 

With other Garlands he would deck his Brow ; 
Be Lord of All, and own'd without Diſpute, 
Thro all the Realms of Cupid Abſolute. 

Thus Philip's Son of Perfia's Crown poſſeſt, | 

And with the Spoils of conquer'd Nations bleſt; 
No Limits in his wild Ambition knew, | 

And wanted Worlds to make his Triumphs New. 


L. 2 Let 
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Let other Poets in a lolry Strain, 
Deſcribe their Heroe on the duſty Plain; 
Make Mars his Helmet bear, his Fauchion wield, 
And paint Minerva on his ample Shield; 
Show him Impatient, ſmit with Glory's Charms, 


Courteous in Peace, Invincible in Arms; 


In thickeſt Dangers all ſerene and calm, 
And bring down Victory to wreath his Brows with 
Palm. | 

But naked Love the Sword of Mars defies ; 5 

Venus has keener Weapons i in her Eyes. 
Unarm'd our Knight, nor Arms were his Intent, 
His amorous Courſe to Pavia's City bent: 
Pavia, the Place which Venus Honours moſt, ! 
Next her own Paphos, and the Cyprian Coaſt. 
There live the Graces, thither flock the Fair; 
Her Chariot, Doves, and all her Train were there. 
The Legend ſays, the Knight with conſtant Care, 
Neꝰ er fail'd to ſay each Morn a Magick Pray'r, : 
And 


— 
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And then he ne'er had Cauſe of juſt Complaint, 
By Julian kept, his | Tutelary Saint : 


Leſs powerful Charms, the Story goes, than theſe, 


Could alter Nature in her fixt Decrees. 


With ſuch of Old were Midnight Witches known 


Down from her Sphere to draw the lab'ring Moon. 
T was faid its Virtues too prevail'd in Love; 
But that mean Art did Tancred never prove: | 
Much more avails in Love, a youthful Grace, 
And the ſoft Magick of a charming Face; 
The Knight rely'd on this, the Prayer once ſaid, 
He ne'er ſhould want a Supper, nor a Bed. 5 


| Bright Phebus now his meaſur'd Courſe had run 

The Day was ended, and the N ight bogs : 

Cloſe by the Road an ancient Foreſt ſtood, 

Fene'd from the Light, and thick © eie with 

diu; 

By Noon- day Robbers a Retreat *twas made, 

And ſafe — lurkt beneath the gloomy Shade. 
L 3 | Thought. 
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Grove, ( 
AndRain pour'd down,in Streams, from angry Jove.) 
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Thoughtleſs of Danger, Tancred urg'd bis Way; 
Our ruſh the Gang, and ſeize the deſtin'd Prey. 
Horſe, Money, Cloaths, and All, the Villains take, 


Regain the Foreſt, and the Knight forſake, . 
Naked, diſtreſt, deſpairing, and alone, | 


On the cold Earth he hopeleſs laid him down. 


Pavia was diſtant far; the lowring Sky 
And Guſts of Wind proclaim'd a Tempeſt nigh. 
No Star appear'd to guide the wand'ring Knight, 


In vain he lookt; no chearful Beam of Light 


Shot thro” the pitchy Darkneſs of the Night. 
Amidſt the Wood an ancient Tree aroſe, 
Extending far its Hoſpitable Boughs; 

Zancred that Night his Lodging there deſign'd, 
As ſome ſmall Shelter from the cutting Wind. 
But ſtill from Fate more Torments he muſt prove, 
The whiſtling Winds ſtill ſhook the 3 


At 


| 


While forward fill the friendly Rays invite. 


Thence, from the Light within, proceeds the Ray, 
Which with an Happy Omen marks his Way. 
Liv'd at her Eaſe, and made the moſt of Life: 


Vaty'd the Knot, and ſet the Fair One looſe. 
Long did ſhe Weep her poor depar ted Dear, 


Grew chearful, airy; and then thought, at laſt, 
How beſt ſhe might repay her Sorrows paſt: 
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Ar length by happy Chance the Knight perceives | 
A trembling Beam dart thro? the waving Leaves; ; F 
With Joy tranſported he purſues the Light, 


{ 


About half-way, tween Pavia and the Wood, 
Among the Fields, an ancient Villa ſtood. 


Within the Houſe a Lady, once a Wiſe, 


Indulgent Fate had broke the Marriage Nooſe, | 


Paid him a Husband's Tribute to a Tear. | 
But then the Widow's cloudy Days blew o'er, 
She wip'd her radiant Eyes; would Cry no more; 


L 4 Pro- | 
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place again that Zymen's known Delights: . 
Should make amends for all her lonely oe. 
But to be tyd for Better and for Worſe; 
She lik d the Bleſſing, but ſhe fear'd the Curſe. 
Far then ſhe'd be from Matrimonial Care, 
. Be Miſtreſs of her ſelf, and free as Air. 
At laſt, in ſhort, a Love Intriegue preſents; 
And that, ſhe thought, might anſwer all Intents: 
Determin'd thus, ſhe ventures on the Game, 


And every Night the luſty Lover came. 


A hap'ned that ſame Night, as Tancred lay 
Wringing his Cloaths, and longing for the Day; 

The loving Nymph within expecting ſate, 

And wond' red why her Lover ſtay'd fo late. 

Nought there, but He, was wanting : For the Fair 

Had order'd all Things with a Lover's Care. 

There Ceres, Bacchus, and the Graces came, 

The gay Attendants on the Cyprian Dame. 


Ragouts 


— — — —— 


Mov'd with his weakly Voice, and ſhudd'ring Tone, 
Looks out, and asks what Creature made that moan. 
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Ragouts and Jellies overſpread the Board, 


And all the Wines which Autumn cou'd alin 


Th'expeRtingNymph,withSighs and W 


Female Impatience, Female Love expreſt. 


At length a truſty Page brings word, that Night 


Her Lover was, (tho' loath) debarr'd her Sight; 


Some urgent Buſineſs, what he did not ſay, 


Forc'd him againſt his Will to keep away. 


* 


Be this the Lover's Loſs, twas T: ancred's gain. 
A Maid within, who heard the Knight complain, 


Taucred cou'd hardly ſee the Taper's light, 

So much the beating Rain had dim'd his Sight : 
Pierc*d thro with Cold, and frozen are his Limbs, 
Yet even thus he charms, and lovely ſeems. | 
He tells his Quality, and begs Relief; 

His graceful Carriage gains a quick Belief. 


She 
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She tells her Miſtreſs all ſhe heard, and more, 

And ſhows her 7: ancred ſhiv'ring at the Door. 

The Fair had often heard of Tancred's Name 

Rude muſt they be, who knew not Tancred's Fame. 

The Sight her yielding Heart to pity-moy'd 

She brought him in, and knew not that ſhe loy'd. 

Freſh Cloaths were fetch'd; the Stranger warm 
and dreſt, = 

In courtly Phraſe his Gratitude expreſt. 


They fit, they chat; the Nymph was not reſerv'd; 
The Wine is brought, and the rich Banquet ſerv'd. 
Tancred was keen; the Labours of the N ight 
Had thinn'd his Blood, and whet his Appetite. 
Hunger th' attentive Widow cou'd not move ; 
She long'd for Tancred, and ſhe fed on Love. 
Penſive ſhe fat, an on the Comely Knight, 
Unmov'd with other Objects, fix'd her Sight. 
Love, unattended with its anxious Pains, 

Plays round her Heart, and dances in her Veins. 


The 
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The Supper ended, and the Servants gone, 
And the kind longing Couple left alone; 
A Parly ſoon began. Brave Tancred's Heart 
Was ſtruck quite thro' with Cupid's s golden Dart. 
Love choſe the Shaft, and lookt his Quiver o' er 


To find a Match for that had ſtruck the Nymph 


Lovers imagine what moſt hidden lies, U 5 


See with their Fancy what's denied their Eyes. 

Nothing cou'd Taxcred's eager Sight eſcape, 

| Her winning Carriage, and her eaſie Shapez + 

| The Foot, the well turn'd Leg, the taper Thigh, 

Were ſoon examin'd by his knowing Eye; = 

Her Hand, her Arm, her Neck, he ran all o'er, | [ 

Beſides a thouſand nameleſs Graces more. | 
Nameleſs be they 

What kindles in their Cheeks a guilty Flame. 


nor will the Muſes name, 


| Thus much ſuffice, nor more ſhall be expreſt, 

I leave the baſhful Maid to gueſs the Reſt. 

In decent Garb ſhe far, and plain Attire, 

The Loves flew all around, and kindled ſoft Deſire. 
With 
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With native Charms, and careleſs Art array d, 
Ten thouſand Graces in her Beauties plaid: 
Cou'd T her Look, and negligence of Dreſs 
In living Verſe, with ſtudied Art expreſs, 
'The Loves wou'd think their Mother I had ſeen, 
And for the N TOY 8 8 th' — Queen. 
But, if the Knight was wounded by her Eyes, 
She ſaw brave Tancred with no leſs Surprize. 
His Mein, his comely Port, and manly Grace, 
And youthful Bloom, which fluſht the Lover's Face, 
She long admiring fat, with down-caſt Look ; 
At length the Man belov'd ſhe thus ab 5 
How happily, alas, do you reep 
The thought of one ſo much reſembled you. 
Thro' all his Features not one pleaſing Line, 
But does in yours with equal Beauty ſhine. 
Such Graces had propitious Venus ſhed, 


= Around Ty deareſt Partner of my Bed. 
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ö In you his every Action I can trace, 
And when J look on you, I ſee his Face. 


Tell me ye Learn'd, and ſay ye mighty Wiſs, 
What Stoick Apathy, what Cato cou'd deſpiſe 
A Fair one's Praiſes? whom cou'd Love diſpleaſe, 
When urg'd by ſuch indearing Charms as theſe! | 
[glow d, 
F ir'd with ah Praiſe, his Cheeks with Bluthes 
Then anſwer'd thus; and as he ſpoke, he bow'd: 
| Such mighty Glory is not Tancred's due; 
But, faireſt Creature, what reſembles Lou? 
The Sun, when ſhining with Meridian Light, 


Shews not one Object ſo divinely brightyäæ 

Wo: 955 | [Art 
The Nymph here ſtopt him, and with dext'rous - 

JScem'd to diſlike what pleas'd her to the Heart. 

From Beauties favourite Title ſhe'd recede, 

That for her Beauty he might ſtronger plead: 
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5 : POTEN Pr ar moſt the'd have deny'd, | 
x e by ny the e her Pride 


| Avoids tk Embraces of the God of Light; 
= With doubled Rays he darts upon the Skies, 
Secks out the =. Nymph, and e her as the flies 
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= 8 that he has, and All he has not ſeen; 
ur which full willingly the Squire wou d ſee, 
1 95 but the Fai air one 585 o bold as He. 45 
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1 ] Exceeds the Pow! T of Language, and of e 
IF 8 To ſpeak an Object fo divinely bright, 
wood aask an Age, and I have but a Night 

i Þ Wick, wich your Leave, might better be employd W 7 
3 The fair one mild; and Te ancred. overjoy'd, 


80 ne fair / Fic in abs Clouds of N ight, 
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| Tanred continues, praiſes 0 er again 45 
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| Left Compliment; provoking is Delay 
In a kind Couple, when alone, as they. 
He manag'd Love, as Generals do War, 
Took each Advantage, and with haſty Care 
Urg'd on the tender Moment with the Fair. 
Artful Reſiſtance, juſt enough, was made, 
Till Pleaſure to its Criſis was delay'd. 
The Lady ſeem'd e to the Call, | 
And anſwer'd nothing that was ſaying All. 
Lielding, but Coy, as 4 ſhe ſtrove 


o give Compulſion what ſhe gave to Love. 
Your and unskill'd, O that I cou'd proceed 
o tell of all the Amorous Tancred's Deed: 

im thro' Loves Groves and Labyrinths purſue, 
\nd Er, the Ardent Lover ſtill in View. 


Round — Neck her Sins Arms ſhe . 
ind paid with Kiſſes all his Labours paſt; 
his for the Thieves, and Forty for the frigh ty 


ef Wand _ and this, repay the "—_— Night. 


i 


1% POETICAL 


4 2 
OY — 


Happieſt of happy Loversz O that I 


Such precious Fayours from my Fair cou'd _ 


The greateſt Dangers I ſhow'd ne'er regard, 
Nor Suff rings feel, which ſhe would fo n 


. *'T'was late; ; the whole Crentlon lent lay, 
And Slumbers drown'd the Labours of the Day: 
No Noiſe was heard, all Nature ſeem'd to nod, 


And own the Empire of the fleepy God. 


Ev'n Envy ſlumber'd, and old Morpheus ſned 
His drowſie Poppies full on Tancred's Head. © 
The Fair departed to her Bed of Down; 

And by 'the Legend it is plainly ſhown, _* 
That happy Tancred did not lie alone. 

How much Delight they took, how little Reſt; 


How the fond Lovers all their Fire expreſt, 
I pals ——Nymphs, conſcious of a Lover's flame, 


Will in their Minds the ſoft Idea frame. 

And ſhou'd I vainly now proceed to tell _ 

The plenty of their Loves; I ** as welt” 
W127 Coun 
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Count all the Roſes which the Zephyrs bring, 

Or number up the Lillies of the Spring. 

But now Aurora, Harbinger of Day, 

Roſe from the Bed where aged Tithon lay; pe 
Unbarr'd the Doors of Heav'n, and overſpread 
The Path of Phebus with a bluſhing Red. 

Up roſe the Lovers; z and th' obliging Fair 
Continued till to Tancred all her Carer” \ N 
Him all her Treaſures and her Gold ſhe ſhow a, 
And many Preſents on the Knight beſtow'd: 
Pleas'd with the ſweet Remembrance of the Nigfit, 
She thus repaid him for the dear Delight: $03 Wu ; 
Then the departing. Knight with Tears the kiſt, 


* with eee Vows of We difwilt. 1 
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ret e tt e rms 
Mr CONGREVE, 
Orcaft ow'd b his Comedy, call'd The Way! of | 


the World. 


By Mr. STEELE. 


HE N Pleaſure” $ falling to thelowDelight, 
In the vain Joys of the uncertain Sight, 
No Senſe of Wit when rude Spectators know, 
But in diſtorted Geſture, Farce and Sho -w, 
How could, great Author, your aſpiring Mind 
Dare to write only to the Few refin d. Ps © 
Yer tho'; that nice Ambition. you purſuc, 

"Tis not in Congreve' $ Power to pleaſe but "= 
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Implicitly devoted to his Fame, 

Well - dreſs'd Barbarians know his awful Name; 
Tho' ſenſeleſs they're ofMirth, but when they laugh, 
As they feel Wine, but when, til Prunk, they quaff. 


On 
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On you, from Fate, a laviſh Portion fell 

In ev'ry way of Writing to excell. 

Your Muſe Applauſe to Arabella brings, | 

In Notes as feet as Arabella ſings. 

When cer you draw an undiſſembled Woe, 
With ſweet Diſtreſs your Rural Numbers flow; 
Paftora's the Complaint of ev'ry Swain, 
Paftora ſtill the Eccho of the Plain! 

Or if your Muſe deſcribe, with warming Force, 
The wounded Frenchman falling from his Horſe; 
And her own William glorious in the Strife, 
Beſtowing on the proſtrate Foe his Life: 

You the great Act as gen 'rouſly Rehearſe, | 
And all the Engliſh Fr ury's in your Verſe. 

| By your ſelected Scenes, and handſome Choice, | 
| Ennobled Comedy exalts her Voice; 5 
| Vou check unjuſt Eſteem and fond Deſire, 

And teach to Scorn, what elſe we ſhould Admire 
The juſt Impreſſion taught by you we bear, 


The Player a&s the World, the World the Player, 
M2 Whom - | ;M 
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Whom ftill that World unjuſtly diſeſteems, 
Tho” he, alone, profeſſes what he ſeems: _ 

But when your Muſe aſſumes her Tragick Part, 
She conquers and ſhe reigns in ev'ry Heart ; 

To mourn with her, Men cheat their private Woe, 
And gen'rous Pity's all the Grief they know; 
The Widow, who impatient of Delay, 

From the Town-joys muſt Mask. it to the Play, 
Joins with your Mourning-Bride's re ſiſtleſs Moan, . 
And weeps a Loſs ſhe lighted, when her own; 
You give us Torment, and you give us Eaſe, 
And vary our Affections as you pleaſe ; = 
Is not a Heart ſo kind as yours in Pain, 

To load your Friends with Cares you only feign 
Your Friends in Grief, compos'd your ſelf, to leave: 
But *tis the only way you'll e' er deceive. 

Then ſtill, great Sir, your moving Pow'r employ, 
To lull our Sorrow, and correct our Joy. 


Tipo 


e ee , he de, . 


11 oÞf Ee hae hE 


| At laſt cry, Flavia, Pleaſure gives me Pain. | 


Nor do I mourn my Voice its Aid denies, 
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Upon a beautiful La with Cataraits in 
both Eyes. 


N By a Gentleman why has an en in his Speech. 


[Beams of Light | 
WV mean theſe Wonders? Can ſuch 


Break from the ſolid Darkneſs of the Night? 
Diamonds, I now believe, their Charms diſplay 
Brighter in Gloom, and duller in the Day. 


Flavia, too well I know your harſh Decree, 


You ne'er can pity, whom you ne'er can ſee. 

Yet to my Paſſion lend a liſt'ning Ear, 

You need no ſoft deluding Accents fear. 

Never on artleſs Lips Perſwaſion hung, 

There trills no Muſick from this fault'ring Tongue. 


Ev'n Flavia's Name I oft attempt in vain, 


Long ſtruggling ſtand, unable to explain, 


For Love's dumb Language is beſt ſpoke by Eyes. 
M 3 But 
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But Eyes unknowing wound, my Fate i is ſuch, 


That yours too little ſee, and mine too much. 
So quick they lighten, yet ſo chaſte they roul, 


The nice Platonick there might kiſs the Soul. 
Love's Deities the Poets ill defin'd, 
The charming Mother, not the Boy, is viigd, 
Still can you grieve your Senſe of Sight is gone? 
The reſt are doubled by that Loſs of one. 


I ſee my Flavia variouſly excel, 


And think, but know not, how choſe Thoughts to tell. 


You bright Ideas eaſily diſplay, 
But fain wou'd view the World in cloudleſs Ninh: 


Since then, nor I can ſpeak, nor you can ſee, 
Some other Senſe is left, where both agree. 
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 MISCELLANIES. 6 


FROM 


SANNAZARIUS. 


Ho \ 8 Venus once Latona's Dallas ſpy'd, 


Prepar'd for Sylvan Game, the Wanton cry'd: 
What! till a loit'ring on the Wood-land Green, 
Still ſpreading Nets for Beaſts, moſt noble Queen? ? 
Then ſhe: With NetsI make the Beaſts my Prey, 
But who ſpread thoſe, fair, modeſt Creature, ſay, 
When N aked, caught, but not alone, you lay ? 


5 O0 N . 
Ti 


N OW long will Cynthia own no Flame, 
And my warm Suit diſprove? | 


Our Ages mutually proclaim, 


Tis now the Time to love. 
M4 1 
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| II. 
Ah! think, how ſwift each Minute flies, 
How Years will Form conſume: _ 
No Lover, when you wither, dies; 
We ſicken, when you bloom. 
W 
| Minerva, rough, and bred in War, f 
The Nuptial Joys declin'd: 5 „ i 
But had ſhe been, like Venus, fair, 3 
She'd been, like 7 ens, kind. 
: IV. | 


In vain you force ſevere Replies, 


And willing Nature wrong: 
While Cupids languiſh in your Eyes,” 
Who can believe your Tongue! E 
14 
Half to forbid, and half comply, 
Nor damps, nor blows Deſire: 
In Looks, as well as Words, deny, 


Or put out Fire with Fire. 


5 


My 
32 
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1 With Tears my lonely Couch bedew, 
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„„ 

Jau MISTRESS. 
O more, ſeverely kind, affect 3 ll 


| | To put that lovely Anger on; 


Sweet Tyrant! if thou canſt ſuſpeck 
Thy Lover's Eyes, yet truſt thy own. 
m 


Aw'd by ſtern Honour, watchful Spies, 


Dull, formal Rules I'm forc'd t Obey, 
Like Dungeon Slaves, my haſty Eyes 
Juſt ſnatch a Glimpſe of chearful Day. 
mm. | 


1 Abſent, the deſart Walks I view, 


Here went Eliza, there ſhe came; 


And dreaming Sigh Eliza's Name. [118 
wy 1v. « where {i 


h  POEYICAL- 
cc Where is his Soul, the Women cry, 
« The ſtupid Lump! the lifeleſs Earth! 
« Where, ſay the Men, his brisk Reply, 
« His crimſon Glaſs, and noiſie Mirth ! 
I 
Haſt thou not mark'd my burning Kiſs, 
My lawleſs Pulſe, my bounding Heart ? 
How oft, when wild for further Blis, 
All trembling from thy Arms I ſtart? 
mm © 
Ah ſpotleſs Fair; too well I find 
My Paſſions ſtrong, my Reaſon frail : 
Ah! can I ſtain that Angel Mind, 
And, Virtue loſt, let Love prevail? 
2 =. 
No! down in Shades below we'll rove, 
. glorious miſerable Pair; 
Wil Garz'd at through all the Myrile Grove, 
| For burning Love, and chaſte Deſpair. 
= | | VIII. Say, 


N 
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VIII. 
Say, if thaw lov't, did ever Youth, 
That wiſh'd like me, like me endure? 
Do'ſt thou not blame this Swainiſh Truth, 
And wiſh my Flame were not ſo pure? 
= 
In Pity hate me, tempting Fair, 


An happy Exile let me flie. | 
: What fev'riſh Wretch his Thirſt can boar, 
That ſees the cooling Stream ſo nigh! 
„ 
Oh! I ſhall al my Vows unſay, 
If onee I gare my Blood will glow; 
This virtuous Froſt will melt away, 
And Love's wild Torrent over- flow. 


THOUGHTS 
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Occafioned by the ſight of an Original Pain- 
ting of King CAR L ESI. Taken 


at the Time of his Tryal. 


| Ioſcrib'd to the 


Right Honourable G EOROHE 0 LARK E, Eſqʒ 
one of the Lords Commiſſioners of the Ada 


ralty. 


Animum Piftura ei inani 
Malta gemens, * humectat flumine vultum. 
„„ Ving. 


By Mr. T7 CKE L Zi wy 


AN this be He! could CHARLES, i the 
Good, the Great, 
Be ſunk by Heaven to ſuch a diſmal State! 
How Meagre, Pale, Neglected, worn with Care 
What ſteady Sadneſs, and auguſt Deſpair ! 


In 
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In thoſe ſunk Eyes the Grief of Vears J trace, 
And Sorrow ſeems acquainted with that Face. 
Tears, which his Heart diſdain'd, from me o'er- 
Thus to ſurvey God's Subſtitute below = þ nds. 
In ſolemn Anguiſh, and Majeſtick Woe. 


When ſpoil'd of Empire by un-hallow'd Hands, 
Sold by his Slaves, and held in Impious Bands; 
Rent from, what oft had ſweeten'd anxious Life, 
His helpleſs Children, and his Boſom Wife; 
Doom'd for the Faith Plebeian Rage to ſtand, 
And fall a Victim for the guilty Landz _ 
Then thus was ſeen, abandon'd and fortorn, 

The King, the Father, and the Saint to mourn 
Ho could'ſt thou, Artiſt, then thy Skill ap 

Thy ſteady Hands thy Savage Heart betray: 
Near thy bold Work the ſtun'd Spectators faint, 
Nor. ſee. unmoy'd, what thou unmov'd could'it 
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14 POETICAL - 

What brings to Mind each various Scene of Woe,' 
Th' infulting Judge, the ſolemn-mocking Show, 
The horrid Sentence, and accurſed Blow. 


Where then, juſt Heav'n, was thy unactive Hand, 

Thy idle Thunder, and thy ling'ring Brand! 

Thy Adamantine Shield, thy Angel Wings, 
And the great Genii of Anointed Kings! 
Treaſon and Fraud ſhall thus the Stars regard! x 
And injur'd Virtue meet this fad Reward! 

So fad, none like can Time's old Records tell, 
Though Pompey bled, and poor Darius fell. 
All Names but One too low that One too high 
All Parallels are Wrongs, or Blaſphemy. : 


O Pow'r Supreme! how ſecret are thy Ways! 
Yet Man, vain Man, would trace the Myſtick Maze; 


With fooliſh Wiſdom, arguing, charge his God, 
His Balance hold, and guide his angry Rod; 


New- | 
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New- mould the Spheres, and mend the Sky'sDeſign, 
And ſound th' Immenſe with his ſhort ſcanty Line. 
Do thou, my Soul, the deſtin'd Period wait, 

When God ſhall ſolve the dark Decrees of Fate, 

4 His now unequal Diſpenſations clear, 

And make all Wiſe and Beautiful appear; 

; When ſuff'ring Saints aloft in Beams ſhall glow, 

; And profÞ'rous Traitors gnaſh their Teeth below, 


Buch boding Thoughts did guilty Conſcience dart, 
| A Pledge of Hell to dying Cromwel!'s Heart: 


; Then this pale Image ſeem'd Cinyade his Room, 

4 Gaz'd him to Stone, and warn'd. him to the Tomb, 

; While Thunders roll, and nimble Lightnings Play * 
And the Storm wings his ſpotted Soul * 


A Blaſt move "ne ne'er did l command 

; To ſcatter Bleſſings o'er the Britiſh Land. 

/ Not that more kind, which daſh'd the Pride of Spain, 
Y 4nd wins her cr uſh'd Armada round the Main; 

= | | Not 
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Not thoſe more 1 which guide « our 3 
Tow'rs, 

Waft Gumms and Gold, and make far India ours: 

That only kinder, which to Britain's Shore 

Did Mitres, Crowns, and STUART's Race reſtore: 

Renew'd the Church revers'd the Kingdom Doom, 

And brought with CHARLE S an ANNA yet 

| to come. 

O Clarte, to whom a STUA R 7 truſts her Reign 

O'er Albion's Fleets, and Delegates the Main; * 

Dear, as the Faith thy loyal Heart hath Fromm, 

Tranſmit this Piece to Ages yet unborn. 

This Sight ſhall damp the raging Ruffian- 8 Breaſt 

The Poiſon ſpill, And half-drawn Sword arreſt; 

To ſoft Compaſſion ſtubborn Traitors bend, 

And One deſtroy d a Thouſand Kings defend. 
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F R AG ME N T 
OF A 


Por upon HunTING. 


Dona cano Divim, letas venantibus artes, 
Auſpicio, Diana, tuo — Grati ius. 


By the ſame Hand. 


[Race, 
Orſes and Hanis; their Care, their various 


The numerous Beaſts, that range the Rural 
Chace, e 13 
The Huntſman's choſen Scenes, his friendly Stars, 
The Laws and Glory of the Sylvan Wars, 
I firſt in Briziſh Verſe preſume to raiſe; 
A vent'rous Rival of the Roman Praiſe. _ 
Let me, chaſte Queen of Woods, thy Aid obtain, 
Bring here thy light · foot N ymphs, and l 
Train: 
N | | | If 
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If oft, o'er Lawns, thy Care prevents the Day 
To rouze the Foe, and preſs the bounding Prey, 
Wooe thine own Phebus in the Task to join, 

And grant me Genius for the bold Deſign. 

In this ſoft Shade, O, ſooth the Warrior's Fire, 
And fit his Bow- -ſtring ro the trembling Lyre, 
And teach, while thus their Arts and Arms we ſing, 


The Groves to echo, and the Vales to ring. 
A * * * „ * * * * * 


V% ðͤł(„VVV²Ä3sſs o 5" 


Thy Gare be firſt the various Gifts to trace, ; 
The Minds and-Genius of the Latrant Race. 

In Pow'rs diſtinct the diff rent Clans excel, 

In Sight, or Swiftneſs, or ſagacious Smell; 

By Wiles ungenerous ſome ſurpriſe the Prey, 

And ſome by Courage win the doubtful Day. 
See'ft thou the Gage- Hound! how with Glance ſevere 
From the cloſe Herd he marks the deſtin'd Deer! 


c 


How 
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How every Nerve the Greyhound” Stretch 1 
The Hare preventing in her Airy Maze; 
The luckleſs Prey how treach'rous Tumblers gain, 
And dauntleſs 7Yolf-dogs ſhake the Lion's Mane; 
O'er all the Blood-hound boaſts ſuperior Skill, 
To ſcent, to view, to turn, and boldly kill; 

| His Fellows“ vain Alarms rejects with Scorn, 
True to the Maſter's Voice, and learned Horn. 
(His Noſtrils oft, if ancient Fame {ing true, 
Trace the ſly Felon through the tainted Dew) 
Once ſnuff'd he follows with- unalter'd Aim, 
Nor Odours lure him from the choſen Game, 
Deep-mouth'd he thunders, and inflam'd heviews, 
Springs on relentleſs, and to Death purſues. 


Some Hounds of Manners vile (nor leſs we find 
| Of Fops in 'Hounds, than in the Reas'ning Kind.) 
Puff d with Conceit run gadding o'er the Plain, 

And from the Scent divert the wiſer Train; 


| 7 "rn N = . | For * 
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For the Foc's Footſteps fondly ſnuff their own, 
And marr the Muſick with their ſenſeleſs Tone 
Start at the ſtarting Prey, or ruſſſing Wind, 
And, hot at firſt, inglorious lag behind. 
A ſauntering Tribe! May ſuch my Foes diſgrace. 
Give me, ye Gods, to breed the nobler Race. 
Nor grieve thou to attend, while Truths unknown 
I ſing, and make Athenian Arts our own. 


Doſt thou in Hounds aſpire to deathleſs Fame? 
Learn well their Lineage and their Antient Stemm. 
Each Tribe with Joy old Ruſtick Heralds n 
And ſing the choſen Worthies of their Race; 
How his Sire's Features in the Son were ſpy 'd, 
When Die was made the vig'rous Ringwood's Bride. 
Leſs ſure Thick Lips the Fate of Auftria doom, 
Or Eagle N oſes rul'd Almighty Rome. 


Good Shape to various Kinds old Bards confine, 
Some praiſe the Greek, and ſome the Roman Line; 
And 


j 


| 
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And Dogs to Beauty make as diff rent Claims, 
As Albion's Nymphs, and India's jetty Dames. 


Immenſe to name their Lands, to mark their Bounds, 


And paint the thouſand Families of Hounds : 

Firſt count the Sands, the Drops where Oceans flow, 
Or Gauls by Marlbrough ſent to Shades below. 
The Task be mine to teach Britannia's Swains, N 


My much - lov'd Country, and my Native Plains. 


Such be the Dog, I charge, thou mean'ſt to train. 
His Back is crooked, and his Belly plain, 


Of Fillet ſtretch'd, and huge of Haunch behind, 


A Tap'ring Tail, that nimbly cuts the Wind; 

T ruſ-thigh'd, ſtraight-ham'd, and Fox-like form'd 
his Paw, 

Large-leg'd, dry-ſol'd, and of protended Claw. 


is flat, wide Noſtrils ſnuff the ſav'ry Steam, 


* 


And from his Eyes he ſhoots pernicious Gleam ;z  - 
Middling his Head, and prone to Farth his View, 
With Ears and Cheſt that daſh the Morning Dew. 
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ww POETICAHS:: 

He beſt to ſtem the Flood, to leap the Bound, 
And charm the Dryads with his Voice profound, 
To pay large Tribute to his weary Lord, 

And crown the Sylvan Hero's plenteous Board. 


—— — I — 
— — * = = 


The MatronBitch whoſe Womb ſhall beſt produce 
The Hopes and Fortune of th' illuſtrious Houſe, 
Deriv'd from Noble, but from Foreign Sced, 
(For various Nature loathes inceſtuous Breed) 

Ts like the Sire throughout. Nor yet diſpleaſe 
Large Flanks, and Ribs, to give the Teemer Eaſe. 


| In Spring, let looſe th y Pairs. Then all Things prove 
The Stings of Pleaſure, and the Pangs of Love: 
Atherial Jove then glads, with genial Showers, 


Earth's mighty Womb, and ſtrows her Lap with 
Flowers; 


Heide Juices mount, and Buds, embolden d, try 
More kindly Breezes, and a ſofter Sky: 

EKind Venus revels. Hark! on ev'ry Bough, 
In lulling Strains the feather'd Warblers woo. 
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Fell Tigers ſoften in th' infectious Flames, 

And Lions, fawning, court their brinded Dames: 
Great Love pervades the Deep; to pleaſe his Mate, 
The Whale, in Gambols, moves hismonſtrous Weight; 
Heav'd by his Way ward Mirth old Ocean roars, 
And ſcatter d Navies bulge on diſtant Shores. | 


All Nature ſmiles ; Come now, nor fear, my Love, 
To taſte the Odours of the Wood-bine Grove, 
To paſs the Evening Glooms in harmleſs Play, 
And, ſweetly ſwearing, languiſh Life away. 

An Altar, bound with recent Flow'rs, I rear 

To Thee, beſt Seaſon of the various Year; 

All hail! ſuch Days in beauteous Order ran, 

So ſwift, fo ſweet, when firſt the World began, 
In Eden's Beweg, when Man's great Sire aſſign'd 
The Names, and Natures of the brutal Kind. 
Then Lamb, and Lion friendly walk' d their Round, 
And Hares, undaunted, lick'd the fondling Hound, 
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Wondrous to tell! But when, with lucklek Hand, 
Our daring Mother broke the ſole Command, 
Then Want and Envy brought their Meagre Train, 
Then Wrath came Gun and Death had leare to 
reign: e 

Hence Foxes earth'd, and Wolves ;abh arr'd the Day, 
And hungry Churles enſnar'd the nightly Prey, 
Rude Arts at firſt; but witty Want refin'd | N 
Tue Huntſman's Wiles, and Famine form d the Mind. 


Bold Nimrod firſt the Lion's Trophies wore, 
The Panther bound, and launc'd the briſtling Boar; 
He taught to turn the Hare, to bay the Deer, 
And wheel the Courſer in his mid Carreer : 

Ah! had he there reſtrain'd his Tyrant Hand! 


No Pomps I ask, which Crowns and Sceptres yield, 
Nor dang'rous Lawrels in the duſty Field 
Faſt by the Forreſt, and the limpid Spring, 
Give me the Warfare of the Woods to ſing, 
To 


Let me, ye Pow'rs, an humbler Wreath demand. 


2 
1 
8 
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To breed my Whelps, and healthful preſs the 
Game, 


A mean, inglorious but a guitleſs Name. 


2 And e bears in FO Womb 


The Bane of Hares, and Triumphs yet to come. 


No Sport, I ween, nor Blait of ſprightly Horn, 


Should tempt me then to hurt the Whelps unborn. 
Unlock'd, in Coverts let her freely run, ; 

To range thy Courts, and bask before the Sun; 
Near thy full Table let the Fay'rite tand, 


Stroak'd by thy Son's, or "Wong * 5 
Hand. 


C areſs, PPE by Arts the "ER bribe, 


T' improve her Breed, and teem a vig'rous Tribe. 


se, (if mall 1 Thing may be compar'd with 
great, 


And n., Works the Muſes imitate) 
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So, ſtretch'd in Shades, and lull'd by murm' "ring 


Streams, 
Great Maro' s Breaſt receiy'd the Hea'oly 8 
Recluſe, ſerene the muſing Prophet lay, 
Till Thoughts in n ripening, burſt their 
Way. r 
Hence Bees in State, and foaming Courſers come, 
Heroes, and Gods, and Walls of lofty Rome. 


+ * + * 4 * + * # * * * 
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E. the Foundations of the World were laid, 

E'er kindling Light th' * Word 
e : 

Thou wett; and when the ſubterraneous Flame 

Shall burſt its Priſon, and devour this Frame, 
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From angry Heav'n when the keen Light'ning flies, 
And fervent Heat diſſolves the melting Skies, 
Thou ſtill ſhalt Be; ſtill, as thou wert before, 
And know no Change, when Time ſhall be no more. 
As a ſmall Drop in the wide Ocean's toſt, 
So Time ſhall in Eternity be loſt. 


a 
hh 


| ö — Nor « can thy1 Blood its narrow Channels warm. 
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O Endleſs Thought! Divine Eternity ! 

Th' immortal Soul ſhares but a part of Thee; 
For thou wert preſent when our Life began, 
When the warm Duſt ſhot up in breathing Man. 


Ah! what is Life? with Ills encompaſs'd round, 

Midſt our vaſt Hopes, Fate ſtrikes the ſudden 
Wound: l 

To Day th' Ambitious of now Honour mg? 

To Morrow Death deſtroys his airy Schemes; 

Does hoarded Treaſure moulder in thy Cheſt? 

Or, art thou with a beauteous Conſort bleſt ? 

Thy lavith Heir ſhall ſoon thy Wealth diſperſe, 

And with feign'd Tears attend thy blazon'd Herſe; 

li 2 Thy lovely- Wife reſign her balmy Breath, . 

| And ſtiffen in the frozen Arms of Death. 

| Should dreadful Fate th' impending Blow delay, 

Thy Mirth will ficken and thy Bloom decay; 

Then feeble Age will all thy Nerves diſarm, 


Who 


— 
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Who would vain Life on ſuch Conditions bear, 
To groan beneath the load of Fourſcore Lear; 
Or meanly with to ſtretch this Narrow Span, 
To ſuffer Life beyond the Date of Man? 


The virtuous Soul purſues a nobler Aim, 
And looks on Life but as a fleeting Dream: 
She longs to wake, and wiſhes to get free, 

That ſhe may launch into Eternity: 


For while to Thee ſhe lifts her ſoaring Thought, 
Ten thouſand thouſand rolling Years are Nought. 
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re the Right edle 


4 Charles, Lord Hall fax, 


OCCASION'D 


0 By act into Latin bir Lordſhip Poem 
on the Boyn; and Mr. Srepney's s on the 
* * s Vo oyage into Holland, _ 


Writ] in the T 1709, 
By Mr. EVSDEN 


20 I. OR b, 
0 You, when ® \piblick Grief fimplor your 
| Aid, 
2 firſt faint Products of my Muſe were e peyd: 
To Vou again in Canniſters „„ 
Theſe h Gath'rings of a ſecond Spring: 


T he 


— 


Fr 


The Prince's Death, 


MI SCEL LANIES. 191 
The nobleſt Fruits, that ever Bleſt our Ille, 
See here tranſplanted to the Roman Soil; 
But fo tranſplanted, that too ſoon they ſhow, 
They did not firſt in Roman Climates grow. 
Sure rowling Spheres in other Orbits run, 

And Ttaly has loſt her warmer Sun: 

Or now the boaſted Majeſty of Rome, 

Is more than rivall'd in the Britiſh Loom: 

Or I forget my Faults, and ſhould accuſe 

The raſh Endeavours of a feeble Muſe. 

| Fool, as ſhe was, to imitate, fo young, 

The lov'd, the prais d, th' inimitable Song, 
And paint your Glories in the Latias Tongue. 
& The callow Eaglet wiſely takes his Reſt, 

Safe in the covert of a downey Neſt: 
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Till grown mature in Strength, he dares to flie, 
Faces the glaring Sun, and tow'rs on High, 
i . bears the ratling Than — 12 Sky. 3 
As! in return to Heay'n for large Sp 
Irrom the ſame Gifts we cull a Sacrifice; 
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So you receive a Labour of your own, 
If, thus diſguis d, the wond'rous Piece be known: 


If thro? this rough- drawn Copy ſtill you trace 
Some lively Features of a beauteous Face. 


But I beyond Promethean Frauds aſpire, 
Not only ſteal, but ſmother Heav'nly Fire. 


Where are the Flights, (true Criticks may exclaim) 
The Heat, the Force, and Fancy, wing d with Flame? 
Where is great William's glorious Image ſeen, 


Like Jove, his Grandeur, and like Mars, bis Mien 2, 
No Gods deſcending here adorn the Scene. 


Such was the Change, when bright Diana ſtood 


Amidſt her thouſand Nymph, beſmear'd with Mud: 
Alpheus, cloſe purſuing, gaz d unmov'd, 
Nor knew the Goddeſs, he ſo fiercely lov'd. 


Vet blame your Muſe, that gave too much Delight - 


Tis fatal to be eminently Bright. 
You from Tranſlations had eſcap'd unharm'd, 


Were I leſs 6 during, or had you leſs charm'd. 
| Poems 


© . ” 
* 
a 


Poems I view'd around of e ev ry „ 5 
But, Pirate- like, flew to the richeſt Prize. 

So ſtarting ſudden from his dark Abode 
To chuſea Conſort, ruſh'd the Stygian God. 
Scouring, he drove his Steeds o'er Enna's Plains 
Thro' Crowds of ſwooning Nymphs, and frighted 
On ev'ry Side his eager Eyes he caſt, a ; 
But Proſerpine the reſt in Form ſurpaſt. 
The Raviſher no longer could forbear, | 


Furious on Her he ſciz'd, tho' many a F, air, 9 


And all Sicilia's blooming Pride was there. 
Some, by kind Fates, to Greatneſs Tt th cir Way, 
And without Dawnings ſhow a glorious Day: 
Others, by Fortune, and induſtrious Strife, 

Arrive at Honours, in the Noon of Life. 

Many by painful, ſlow degrees aſcend, 

And anxious, till the verge of Death, attend. 
Great Dryden did not early Great appear, 
Faintly diſtinguiſh'd 3 in his thirti'th Year : 

O But 


* 
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But Nature, when ſhe would a Poet doom 

| To ſhow ripe Wonders in his op'ning Bloom, 
Laviſhly gives from all her-choiceſt Mines, 
And the rich Oar with nicer Care refines. 


Britannia grieves, ſuch Bleſſings are but few, 


Could you, my Lord, the trembling Maſe forgive, 
And bid the Criminal, twice Guilty, live; 

Yet how: can ſhe thoſe Injuries defend, 
Done to your Dear, (alas!) departed F riend? 
Stepney! in Foreign Courts a Fay'rite Name, 
For ever ſacred to the Voice of Fame. 
Abroad, at Home, bis Actions Wender mov d 
Great was the Glory to be thus approv d, 

But greater chat, to be by you beloy'd 


— 


O! were the Graces which adorn your Mind, 
Not to themſelves ſo gloriouſly unkind? 


Could 


"> 
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Could you, untroubled, your own Praiſe receive, 


| Who Praiſe to others are ſo pleas'd to give? 
Fir'd with the Theme, I had not crept ſo long 


\ 


In lowly Numbers, and a rural Song. 
Ev'n now my Voice I would attempt to raiſe, 
And to new Wonders conſecrate new Lays. 


Such, as might ſooth the moſt harmonious Ear, 


Nor & -— 55, nor Ad — u, ſhould bluſh to hear. 
But you already modeſtly refuſe, | 


And check the Sallies of th' ambitious Muſe. 


Yet tho' your Glories are with Care conceaFd, 


Virtues, when cover'd moſt, are moſt reveal'd. 
We view at Pleaſure ev'ry vulgar Stone, 
While richeſt Jewels are with caution ſhown. 


ON 
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Re -ading 4 he - Critique on ; Milton 


1 THE 


SPECTATOR. 


+» rhe ſame + Hard. 


00K here, ye Pedants, who a charN ame, 
1 And lewdly raviſh the great Critick's Fame, 
In cloudleſs Beams of Light true Judgment plays, 
How mild the Cenſure, how refin'd the Praiſe! 
Beauties ye paſs, and Blemiſhes ye cull, - 
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Profoundly read, and Eminently dull.” | 
Tho” Lynnets ſing, yet Owls feel no delight; 

For they the beſt can Judge, who beſt can write. 
O ! had great Milton but ſurviv'd to hear 
His N urabers try'd, by fuch a tuneful Ear, 
How would he all thy juſt Remarks commend! 4 


The more the Critick own the more the Friend. 
5 But 
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But did he know once your Immortal Stein, 


T' exalted Pleaſure would encreaſe to Pain: 


He would not bluſh for Faults he rarely knew, 
But bluſh for Glories, thus excell'd by you. 


S O N G. 
By Mr. PHI LI P F. 


ROM Mhite's and Will's, : | 
. purling Rillss 
The Love- ſick Strephon flies; 
There, full of Woe, 

„ Numbers flow, 

And all in Rhyme he dies. 
- II. 
The fair Coquett, 

With feign'd Regret, | 

O 3 Invites 
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Invites him back to Town; 
But when, in Tears, 
The Youth appears, 
She meets him with a Frown. 
| III. 

Full oft the Maid 
This Prank had play'd, 

: "Till angry Strephon ſwore 

And, what is ſtrange, . 

Tho! loath to change, 


Would neyer ſee her more. 
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N OW did the Bag- Pipe in hoarſe Notes begin 
Th' expectedsignal to the neighb'ringGreenz 
While the mild Sun, in the Decline of Day, 
Shoots from the diſtant Weſt a cooler Ray. _ 
| Allarm'd, the ſweating Crowds forſake the Town, | 
= Unpeopled B glas i is a Deſart grown. | 

Joan quits her Cows, that with full Udders ſtand, 
And low unheeded for the Milker's Hand. * £228 
The joyous Sound the diſtant Reapers hear, 
Their Harveſt leave, and to the Sport repair. 
'The Dublin Prentice, at the welcome Cal, 


In Hurry riſes from his Cakes and Ale bp 
O 4 Handing 
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| Handing the gaunting Sempſtreſs o'er the Plains, 
He ſtruts a Beau among the homely Swains. 


The Butcher's foggy Spouſe amidſt the Throng, : 


| Rubb'd clean, and tawdry dreſt, puffs ſlow along: 
Her pond'rous Rings the wond'ring Mob behold, 
And dwell on every Finger heap'd with Gold: 
Long to St. Patrick's filthy Shambles bound, 
Surpris d, ſhe views the rural Scene around; 
The diſtant, Ocean there ſalutes her Eycs, 
Here tow'ring Hills in goodly Order riſe; 

The fruitful Valleys long extended lay, 
Here Sheaves of Corn, and Cocks of fragrant Hay. 
| While whatſoe' er ſhe hears, ſhe ſmells, or ſces, 
Gives her freſh Tranſports; 3 and ſhe doats on Trees 
Vet, (hapleſs Wretch) the ſervile Thirſt of Gain 
Can force her to her ſtinking Stall again, 


Nor was 5 the 0 ountry-Juſtice wanting there, 
To make a Penny of the Rogues that ſwear 3 3 
5 With 
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With ſupercilious Looks he awes the Green, 

cc Sirs, keep the Peace — I repreſent the Queen. 
Poor Paddy ſwears his whole Week's Gains away, 
While my youngSquires plaſpheme, and nothing pay. 
All on the moſſie Turf confus'd were Ind; - - * 
The jolly-Ruſtick, and the buxom Maid, | 
Impatient for the Sport, too long delay'd. 


When, lo, old Arbiter amid the Cr oud, 
Prince of the annual Games, proclaim'd aloud, 
« Ye Virgins, that intend to try the Race, 5 
4 The ſwifteſt wins a Smock enrich d with Lace: 
ce A Cambrick Kerchiff ſhall the next adorn, 
And Kidden Gloves ſhall by the third be worn · 
This ſaid, he high in Air diſplay'd each Prize 
All view the waving Smock with longing Eyes. 


Fair Oonah at the Barrier firſt appears, "4 
Pride of the neighb'r ring Mill, in Bloom of Years: ; 
Her native Brightneſs borrows not one Grace, | 
Uncultivated Charms adorn her Face, 
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Her fob e Checks with modeſt Bluſhes n . 
At once her Innocence and Beauty ſhow: 


| Oonah the Eyes of cach Spettator draws, 
W hat Boſom beats not in far 1 _ ” 


| l n Gia YER 
Her youthful Veinswere ſwell'd with ſprightlyBlood, 
Inur'd to Toyls, in wholeſom Gardens bred, 
Exact i in ey "wy Limb, and i form'd for 258 

To . O Sbevan, Ns what Praiſe is due? 
Thy Youth and Beauty doubly ſtrik the View, 
Freſh as the Plumb that keeps the v irgin Blue! 
Each well deſerves the Smock, -—bur Fates decree, 
But One muſt wear r it, tho' deſery'd by Three. 5 


Now Side by Side the panting Rivals ſtand, 


And fix their Eyes upon th appointed Hand: 
The Signal giv'n, ſpring forward to the Race; "A 


Not fam'd Camilla ran with fleeter Pace. 


Nora, 
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Nora, as Lightning ſwift, he reſt O er- Paß d, 
But, 'Oonah, thou hadſt Venus on thy ſide 3 
At Nora's Petticoat the Goddeſs plyd, 
And in a trice the fatal String unty'd. . 
Quick ſtop'd the Maid, nor wou'd, to win the Prize, 
Expoſe her hidden Charms to vulgar Eyes. | 
But while to tye the treach'rous Knot ſhe ſtaid, 
| Both her glad Rivals paſs the weeping Maid. 
| Now in deſpair the plies the Race again, 5 
Not winged Winds dart ſwifter o'er the Plain: 
She (while chaſte Dian aids her hapleſs Speed) 
Sbevan outſtrip'd -—nor further cou'd ſucceed. 
For with redoubled haſte bright Oonah flies, 
Seizes the Goal, and wins the nobleſt Prize. 


Loud Shouts and Acclamations fill the Place, 
Tho' Chance on Oonah had beſtow'd the Race; 
| Like Felim none rejoyc'd a lovelicr Swain 
Ne'er fed a Flock on the Fingalian Plain. 


Long 
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Long he with ſecret Paſſion loy'd the Maid, : 
Now his encreaſing Flame itſelf betray'd. 
Stript for the Race how bright did ſhe appear! 
No Cov'ring hid her F ect, her Boſom bare, 
And to the Wind the gave her flowing Hair. 
A thouſand Charms he ſaw, conceal'd before, 
Thoſe yet conceal'd, he fancy'd ſtill were more. 
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Felim, as Night came on, young Oonab woo'd: 
Soon willing Beauty was by Truth ſubdu' d. : 
No jarring Settlement their Bliſs annoys, 
No Licence needed to defer their Joys. 
Oonab Cer Morn the ſweets of Wedlock try'd; 
The Smock ſhe won a Virgin, wore a Bride. 
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Upon 4 happy Diſappointment 1 the French 
Invaſion, in favour of the T retended | 


Prince of Wales. 


Written i in the Vear 1707. 


Sacred Bards! O all ye runcful Th poi 
| Raiſe Annas Name in an immortal Song. 
Ty. ev'ry Breaſt the tuneful God inſpire, 
Kindle Poetic Flames, a true Celeſtial Fire. 
Let ſofter Ovid now neglected lie, 
And ſoar on Maro's Pinions to the Sky. - 
| Let Cam's fam'd Sons in lofty Numbers ſing, 
And Js Swans their rival Muſick bring. 
Let Garth renew his pleaſing Strains, and draw 
Fam'd Anna's Form as bright as great ws; ; 
Her let the Virgins in their Songs proclaim, ' 
And ſmiling Babes liſp out the darling Name; 
| Let ev'ry Voice her laſting Praiſe reſound, 
And Falling Winds at the Chorus round, 
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No baſe Impoſtor can difturb thy Reign; 3 

His vain Attempts thou mockeſt with Diſdain, ( 
Thou Empreſs of the Land, thou Goddeſs of ch . 
Main; | . | 
So have I feen a Meteor blaze on high, 

Dance thro' the ſpaces of the liquid Sky, 

Then quickly fade, and in a moment die. 

1 Go Purple Cheat! Let St. Germain contain 

BW Thy narrow Empire, and thy baffled Train. 

i l Ĩ here rule thy Fill, and fancy'd Scepters wield, 

| And Kingdoms in Uzopian Regions build. 

In State and Port with Latian Ceſars vie, 

Act the Mock Prince, and mimic Majeſty; 

Let crowds of Slaves around thy Table wait, 
1 Attend thy Nod, and truckle to thy State. 

i Such vifionar y Realms does Tewis give, 

1 And ſuch the Crowns his faithful Friends receive 


Britannia's generous Sons behold with Scorn 


A Popiſh Pageant by Contrivance born: 


Hold. 


PP - n 
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Hold, puny Wretch; the Briton. i is too brave, 
Sooner he'll freeborn die than liye a Slave. 
Let the baſe Turk and Gauls ignoble Swains 
Their Fetters hug, and glory in their Chains; 


But all ye Heay'nly Pow'rs permit that we 


May live like Men, and breath in Liberty. 


As tow'ring Spain did to Elixa yield, 
And own'd her Sov'raign of the wat'ry Field, 


When Drake and Rawleigh laſting Trophies rear'd, 


And early in the Book of Fame appear'd: 

So Gallic Fleets victoriqus Anna's fly; . 
Truſting to Canvas Wings, they dare not try 
The Britiſh Force, nor caſt the fatal Die; "TY 
Now Leak and 2 with Noble Dan gan 


Bin the briny Main, 5 85 
Whilſt crowds of Hero's undiffinguiſh'd ſhine, 
Above the Wing of ſuch a Muſe as. mine, 


Whoſe gallant Breaſts have ſuture Wars in 10 


} Deſtin'd to fave old Worlds, or conquer new. 


Then 


Then whither, poor Pretender, wilt thou fly? 
Thy Patron ſees, too late, thy Ruin nigh. 
In ſome dark Convent hide thee from the Wy, 
Shave thy thin Skull; and to St.. Lewis pray : 
Let Pater-nofters be thy conſtant Theme; 5 


But never more of promis'd Empires dream. 


/ 


* BAC * O BOX. 


aeever! in a mean Abode preſumes 


To lodge that c facred Hibs whoſe TOY 


Fumes 
(More grateful than Sabean Odours far) 
Play round the Noſe, and wanton in the Air, 
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May Eſeulapius let him always want 
The Virtues of the Health-reſtoring Plant ; ; 
Or let th' unworthy Sinner be confin'd | a 
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To abje& Weeds of ſome Plebeian kind. 
5 Bacchus 
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Well poliſht Steel, that, like the Mimick Glaſs, 


And lets him ſee how well a taper Pipe, 


The Verturse of the wond'rous Herb I'd trace; 


Of biting Nails, or harrowing up the Head, 
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Bacchus his Herb ſhould have for its Abode | 
The Workmanſhip of the Ætuean God, 


Reflects the Image of the Smoaker's Face, 


Of Mold refin'd, becomes his humid Lip. 
Such, ſuch a Seat is worthy to receive 
The Myſtick, Dionyſian, ſhort cut Leaf. 
Pandora's Box, that angry Jove did ſend, 
A fatal Troop of Maladies contain'd ; 

This better Gift as many Cures does hel 
As were Diſeaſes in that Box of old. 


Here, were I not confin'd in narrow ſpace, 


How its green Beauties flouriſh, in what Ground, f 
And by what happy Chance it was by Liber found 5 
How the defect of Talk it can ſupply, 5 
If we this other way our Breath employ; _ 

How it collects the Thoughts, and ſerves ns 


P _ 
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But this great Task I leave to future Rhimes, 
And abler Poets born in better Times. 


0 MG 
By Mr. BUDGELL. 


T7 not one of yourFops,who, to pleaſe a Coy La, 
Can lie whining and pining, and look like an Aſs: 
Life is dull without Love, and not worth the 
Poſſeſſing; 
But Fools make a Curſe, what was meant for a Bleſſing. 
While his Godſhip's not rude I'll allow him my 
Breaſt, . + 
| But, by Jove, out he goes, ſnould he once break my |; 
Reſt. | 
I can toy with a Girl for an Hour, ro allay 
The Flufter of Youth, or the Ferment of May; 
But muſt beg her Excuſe not to bearPains orAnguiſh, 
For that's not to Love, by her leave, but to Languiſh. 
| SONG 
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By another Hand. | 


| J. 
"HY will Horella, when I gaze, 


My raviſh'd Eyes reprove, 
And chide em from the only Face 
They can behold with Love? 
II. | 
To ſhun your Scorn, and eaſe my Care, 
I ſeek a Nymph more kind 
| And, while I range from Fair to Fair, 
Still gentle Uſage find. 
IIT. 
But oh! how faint is ev'ry Joy 
Where Nature has no part: 
New Beauties may my Eyes imploy, 


Bur you ingage my Heart. 
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IV. 
So reſtleſs Exiles, as they roam, 
Meet Pity ev'ry where; 
Yet languiſh for their Native Home, 
Tho Death attends 'em there. 


- 


— 


Written at Hanover, upon the Marriage Con- 
tracted, but not then con ſummated, between 
the Princeſs Sophia (whom the preſent 
King of SW ——n had demanded in Mar- 


| rage) and the Prince Royal of Pruſſia, 


x, FF... Youth, in whom a warlike Grace 


Strives with the Softneſs of an Angel Face; 
N o Fair, when you your tender Homage pay, | 
Can long refuſe to name the happy Day: 
Vanquiſh'd in Love, your conſcious Rival tries 


To conquer Worlds, and from his Paſſion flies; 


Striving 
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Striving to quel the Torments of Deſpair, 

By Joys of Conqueſt, or by Death in War. 

Your Sword ſhall ſtem his Glory's rapid Courſe, 
As Beauty's Prize you won by Beauty's Force. 

Never cou'd Bride a Form ſo lovely boaſt, 
such Majeſty in ſo much Sweetneſs loſt: 

The due Proportion ev'ry Feature ſhows, 

And a Celeſtial Bloom around them glows. 

 Whene'er ſhe ſpeaks, the wond'ring Audience find 

The faireſt Mold incloſe the faireſt Mind. 

Fixt by her matchleſs Charms, amaz'd we own, 


Perfection was reſerv'd for her alone. 

Their fatal Force the wounded Gazer Senn 

And his preſumptuous Flame with Pain conceals; 
Beholds the heav'nly Maid with hopeleſs Eyes, 
Burns at a diſtance, and in Silence dies. 


But you, young Prince, whoſe Infant Boſom fir'd 
In ſecret long the bliſsful Hour defir'd, | 
Tn Of 
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hk POETICAL: 


Of bright | Sophia's Beauties how poſſeſt | 
(Her Heart conſenting you ſhou'd both be ble 
Can rules of State ftill make you wiſh-in vain, 


Or tedious forms unbounded. Love reſtrain Pola! 
Indulgent Heav'n foreſaw th' exceſs of Joy 
Too ſuddenly conferr'd might Life deſtroy ; 


And, mixing higheſt Bl with juſt allay, 
The rows: made; but bid the aging wing 


* * * RT LEE A. 
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W ho is the oi „ aud Witty when fe 
1 Angry. 


By Mr. E US DE NV 


1 
7 LY 


0 N had I knownthe ſoft, enchantingWiles, 
Which Cupid praftis'd in Aurelia's Smiles. 
T ill by degrees, like the fam'd Afan, taught, 
Safely I drank the ſweet, tho' poys nous Draught. 
Love vex'd to ſee his Fayours vainly ſhown, | 
The peeviſh Urchin murder'd with a Frown. 
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What cautious Youth would thence have fear'd Sur 
Can Beauty from Deformity ariſe ! (Prizes 


In cloudlefs Nights do Light'nings harmleſs fly, 
And only blaſt from a tempeſtuous Sky? 


Mild Venus haunts the Shades and peaceful Groves, 
Her Thoughts, her Looks, are tender as her Doves. 
Smooth'd were the Waves, and ev'ry Triton ſung, 
When from old Ocean firſt the Goddeſs ſprung. 


Aurelia ſhuns the Calm, and loves the Storm, 


Ruffles her Paſſions to improve her Form. 
She by ſome Art, to th' artful Sex unknown, 
Has all the Graces, when the reſt haye none. 
Th' unſated Victor ſeeks new Triumphs till, 


 Andwhom herEyesbut wound, herTongue muſt kill. 


No hope of Safety, if inflam'd her Breaft 3 


At once the Chamer Looks, and Talks, the beſt. 
So Dryden ſweeteſt ſung, by Envy fir'd, 


Thirſt of Revenge, where Phebus fail'd, 1 d. 


His Autony did Sydley's Mule o'ertake, 
And Abſalon was writ for Zimri's fake. 


E 4 New. 
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New Injuries new Lawrels did preſage, 
And a Mac Fleckno was the Child of Rage. 


— 


2 3 
Mr. 3 —— 


By the Gig Hand. 


OU ask, my Friend, how I can Delia prize, 
When Myra's Shape I view, or Cynthia's Eyes ; 
No tedious Anſwer ſhall create you Pain, 
For Beauty, if but Beauty, I diſdain. 
"Tis not a Mien, that can my Will controul, 
A ſpeaking Body with a ſilent Soul. 
The lovelieſt Face to me not lovely ſhows, - 
From the ſweet Lips if melting Nonſenſe flows. 
Nor muſt the tuneful Chleris be my Choice, 
An Earthly Mind ill ſuits a Heav'nly Voice. 


What! tho' my Delia not decay'd appears, 
She wants (you cry) the gawdy Bloom of Years. _ 
| „„ | True; 
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True 3 but good Senſe perpetual Joys will bring, 

Her Wit is ever youthful the Spring: 

Thoſe flutt ring Sparks,, who faſhionably burn, 
And hourly for ſome fair Dorinda mourn: 

Soon as the fancy d Goddels i is enjoy'd, 

To find her Woman, ficken, and are cloy'd. 

Not ſo my Delia ſhall conſume her Charms, 

But riſe each Morn more Beauteous from my Arms. 
With envious Swiftneſs rouling Years may move, 

Impair her Glorics, not impair my Love: 

Time's waſteful Rage the Husband ſhall deſpiſe, 

And view the Wife ſtill with the Bridegroom's Eyes. 

So kneels at ſome fam'd, antiquated Shrine, | 


"a 


The pious Pilgrim to the Pow'r Divine. 
Around he ſees wild, rugged Heaps of Stone, 
Where Parian Marble once, and Jaſper ſhone: - 
Yet conſcious, what thoſe Ruins were of Old, 
Dares not, unmov'd, the moſſie Walls behold; 

But trembles at the Deity's Abode, 
And owns the pow'rful Preſence of the God. 
On 
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Her Charms, and not his Reas' nings, won the Field 


21d 'D' OETICAL. 


On 4 "Diſpute with a Gentleman, about the 


Excellence of ſome of Mr. Dryden's Wri- 
tings; when a Lady, being ast d ber * 
nion, blam'd them. 15 


B y the ſame Hand. 


© 2 ydew: 8 Muſe I early e pay 'd, 
And Manhood fix'd the * my Youth 


had made: | Og , | 

The Numbers flow'd delightful 3 his Tongu, ö : 
And all was Harmony, when Dryden 8. a 

But ſince Cleora the ſweet Bard diſdains, 
Harſh is his Verſe, and rugged are his Strains: 'C 

Not kneeling Torriſmond can Pity move, . 

And Zhe hv ſeems £00 ae loft for Love. / 5 

Nor let my Rival triumph, tho' I ved; / 


Pleas'd with Cleora's Cenſures, 1 ſubmit: 7055 
So fair a Face is ſure a Judge of Wit.“ 
Row 
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Rough arc the Lines, that rough to her appear; 
Her Eyes confeſs the Juſtneſs of her Ear. 


| The fam'd Corinthian thus redeem'd her Cauſe, | | 


And with bright Glances baM'd all the Laws. 
Her Orators had labour'd long in vain 
To prove her Injur'd, and her Right regain. 


Imperial Reaſon till unwarp'd was found, 


And juſt Decrees the joyful Victor crown'd: —< 
Till Lais, rifing with a ſweet Surprize, 
Diſclos'd her Boſom, and unyeil'd her Eyes. 
Amaz'd, each Judge, the filent Pleader view'd, # 
Repeal'd the Sentence, and her Suit renew'd. | 


The Faults they faw, they now can ſee no more, 
And blame thoſe Actions, which they prais'd 


before; - 
Triumphant Wrong o'er wad Right ——— 
And Beauty won, where Eloquence had fail'd. 
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Nor fear'd the Danger of her Fav'rite Boy. 


210 PO ETICH LL. 


5 ROM . 
The Fe ourt th B ook & Statius i 
Thebaid. | | 

Beginning at v ER 8 E _ 


By 56 ſame Hand. 


\ REECE thus embroyrd, * Arms around | 


With Joy the . Parthenopeus heard. | 
New to the Field, yet fir'd with Thirſt of Fame, 
The beauteous, blooming, beardleſs Heroe came. 


Mean time beyond the bleak Lycæus ſtray d 
Swift Atalanta in a diſtant Glade- 
Purſu'd the Sylvan Game with eager Joy, 
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Oh! had her Heart the leaſt Foreboadings known! 
The Mother's Fondneſs had preſery'd the Son. 
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Had bid the Warrior to the Groves retreat, 
And cool'd a glorious, but deſtructive Heat. 
Never of Beauty to a Male before, 
Indulgent Nature laviſh'd ſuch a Store. 

Yet the rich Work compleatly the deſign'd: 
A Woman's Face conceal'd a Manly Mind. 
A Proof of Courage i in each Act appears; 
But what is Courage in ſuch tender Years? 


For him, the Nymphs, that haunt the verdant 


YT Of the ſton Raptures ſhe unmindful grew : 


Woods, : 
Or bath their ſnowy Limbs in cryſtal Floods; | 
Or on the Mountain ſport, or on the Plain, 
All ſigh'd, all languiſh'd, and all burn'd in vain. 
And ſure his Form might Nymphs 2 with 


Love, 


Which could Diana's ſettled Hate remove. 
; For when ſhe ſaw, in the Menalian Shade, 
How the fair, ſmiling, little Wanton play” d; 


How harmleſs o'er th unbending Graſs he flew, 


Well 
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222 27 (6] £ 7 I E 4 L. 
Well ſrem'd the Virgin i in the Mother loft, . 


New Friendſhip ſoon the Godd es di d com: | 


Already burns with Battels yet unſought. | 


And comely Dutt his yellow Locks beſmears. 


No Muſick in the Hounds that bay the Boar. 


That could this ſweet, this heav'nly Burthen boaſt 


Wie, 5 | 
Recall'd th Offender, and n the Offence. 
The marks of Honour did again beſtow, 
The Darts, the Quiver, and the Cretan Bow. 


* [Thought 
Th' un- ledg d Commander, vainly raſh of 
To his quick View the bloody Scene appears, 


Tranſports unknown the num'rous Captives yield, 
While the gay Victor prances o'er the Field. 


His wonted Pleaſures now delight no more 5 


Inglorious ſeem the Conqueſts of the Wood; | 
He ſcorns the Dart, not dy'd with human Blood, 1 


 Unarm'd 
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Unarm'd the Y outh, how lovely to behold! 

But glitters ſweetly fierce in burniſh'd Gold. 

| His Surcoat glows, rich with the Brian ſtain, 

N While Diamond Claſps the waving Folds reſtrain. 
| His Shield for Lightneſs of ſmooth Skins was made, 
Where his fam'd Mother 8 TI Thos diſ- 
played: 

| Deep in th' Aolian Boar was brd the Reed, 

| 1 And in the Paint the Savage ſeem'd to bleed. 


n his Left-Hand a Bow with graceful Pride 
| le bore, his Right the Cydon Eugh ſupply'd. 

R No vulgar Art adorn'd his Coat of Mail, 

With feather'd Gold, and many a ſhining Scale; 
f His radiant Helm the waving Creſt ſurrounds, 

' and on his Back his Amber Quiver ſounds; 

gut the pale Amber Jaſpers green enchaſe, 
HAnd with a livelier Verdure die the Graſs. 

N 41 is fiery Courſer ſnorts and neighs aloud, 
With Wood-land Spoils of ſpotted Lynxes proud, 


f 
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Arcadian Cohorts, firm, experienc'd Bands, | 


93 4 __ 


VUnbuilt each City, and untill'd each Field. 
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In Swiftneſs, us'd to leave the Mountain-Hind, 
A Rival for the ſweeping, Northern Wind; 
With Joy his Maſter, ſheath'd in Arms, he bore, 
But wonder'd at a Weight unfelt before. 

His Maſter pleas'd,and fluſh'd with youthful Grace, 
Flew all around, and brighten'd ey'ry Place. 


Encloſe their Lord, and wait his dread Commands. 3 
Arcadians, Time's firſt Sons, who ſcorn to trace, x 
From the known Origin a mortal Race; 
Who your dark Pedigree convey too high, 

Ere Moon, or Stars, were lighted in the Sky. 
Ere Nature's Rudeneſs Art had taught to yield, 


From that loſt Ara you derive your Birth, 
And Steps firſt printed on the wond'ring Earth. 
The hardy Race (if Fame the Truth has ſung) 
From rigid Sires, and wooden Parents ſprung. 
The lab'ring Oak a ſtubborn Off-ſpring bred, 


And kindly with freſh Show” rs of Acorns 8 | 
F ron 
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From the tall Aſh a new Creation roſe, 
And teeming Lawrels felt a Mother's Throws. 
The Beech Prolifick prov'd in like Degree, 
And a green Infant drop'd from ev'ry Tree. 
W Theſe early, young Inhabitants begun 
| To watch the Motions of the rolling Sun. 


Ne to the ſtrange Viciſſitude of Light, 
They trembled at the ſwift Approach of Night: 
While Phæbus haſten'd to the Weſtern Streams, 
' In vain they follow'd to o'ertake his Beams: 
Then weary'd, heav'd their Hands, and beg c his 


Stay, 
Hung with their Eyes on the laſt fainting Ray, 
And mourn'd, and ficken'd in deſpair of Day. 


a: FROM 


2126 M0 E Ty CA L 


FROM 


The Fourth Book of Statius's | 
Thebaid. | 


Beginning at VERS E 309. 


By the ſame Hand. 


AME now th' important Secret had 4 betray'd, 
F And to the Mother the fad 'Truth convey'd, 
How her raſh Son, inflam'd with War's Alarms, 
Had march'd, and all Arcadia rous'd to Arms. 
Struck with the fatal N ews, at firſt ſne found 
No Strength, and drop'd her uſeleſs Arrows round. 
Then ſwift, as Storms, that rend the lofty Woods, | | 
O'er Rocks ſhe flew, and 9 8 the foaming = 
Floods. ._ ES. | 
Her looſen'd Robes, negleRted, flow'd behind, 
Her Locks at Pleaſure ruffled in the Wind. 


The 
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The Mother Tygers thus, their Children lain, 

Purſue the murd'ring Wreteh, and ſcour * the 
Plain. 

Cloſe to her Son ſhe ſtood; the Red forſook 

His Cheeks, and ſhow'd a pale dejected Look: 


Then cry'd, What Frenzy has poſſeſt my Boy? 


Hence vain, deluding Honour, airy Toy! 

Can thirſt of Fame impertinently raiſe 

In ſuch a tender Breaſt ſo fierce a Blaze? 

Leave Arms, my Child, to Men; nor tempt too far 
The ſweating Toils, and dreadful Shocks of War. 
Too ſoon, alas! thy feeble Strength would yield, 
In the rough Tempeſt of an Iron Field. | 
Nor do I feck to damp a glorious Fire; 

But with thy Vigour anſwer thy Deſire. 


[ | Trembling I ſaw thee late (nor vain my Fear) 
Launch ar the briſtling Boar thy pointed Spear, 
| | The Savage turn'd, nor could thoſe: Nerves repel 


His Rage, and only not ſupine you fell: 


Qz- - 
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Then if a winged Death I had not ſped, 


Where would that reſtleſs Valour now be fled? 


You no more Dangers had induſtrious run; 


But now thoſe Darts will not protect my Son: 


Nor truſt thy Erring Bow, nor Martial Force, 
And the vain Swiftneſs of that dappled Horſe. 

Arms thou attempt'ſt, ſcarce able yet to prove 

The ſweet Fatigues, and ſofter Wars of Love, 
Too true the fatal Omens, which I took, 


When ſudden all the vaulted Temple ſhook 


Diana's Image, bending, ſeem'd to fall, 


And ſhaggy Spoils dropp'd from the ſweating Wall, 
No wonder, that my Bow with Pain I drew, 


And Arrows, guiltleſs of Deſtruction, flew. 


Ah! ſtay, my Heroe, ſtay, too Brave ! too 


Young ! 


Till riper Years have ſlacken'd Sinews ſtrung : 
Till on thy Checks a Shade gives manly Grace, 


And the ſoft Mother has forſook thy Face. 
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Thy Boldneſs then ſhall be no more deplor'd, 
And I my ſelf will reach, unask'd, thy Sword. 
No idle Tears thy Eagerneſs ſhall blame, 

In Paths of Glory, and Purſuit of Fame. 

But homeward now, my only Hope, retire; 
Can you, Arcadians, ſach a Chief deſire? 

Let gen'rous Pity ſpare the tender King, 
Or not from Trees, but flinty Rocks you ſpring. 
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POETICAL 


10 THE 


A U = H 0 R 


OF THE 
DISTREST- MOTHER. 
March the 26th, 1712. 


ONG have the Writers of this Warlike Age 3 

With human Sacrifices drench'd the Stage; 4 

That ſcarce one Hero dares demand Applauſe, q 

Till, welt'ring in his Blood, the Ground he gnaws : 3 

As if, like Swans, they only could delight 1 
With ** Strains, and, while they pleaſe, affright. 


Our Philips, though 'twere to oblige the Fair, 
| Dares not deſtroy, where Horace bids him ſpare: | 
His | 
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His 200 Scene, like that of Greece appears; 


No Deaths our Eyes offend, no Fights our Ears. 
While he from Nature copies ev'ry Part, 


He forms the Judgment, and affects the Heart. 


© Oft' as Andromache renews her Woe, 

The Mothers ſadden, and their Eyes o'crflow. 
Hermione, with Love and Rage poſleſt, 

Now ſooths, now animates each Maiden Breaſt. 


| Pyrrhas, triumphant o'er the Trojan Walls, 


Is greatly Perjur'd and as greatly Falls. 


Love, and Deſpair, and Furies are combin' d 


In poor Orefes, to diſtract his Mind. 


From firſt to laſt Alternate Paſſions reign 
And we reſiſt the Poet's Will in vain. 


Q 4 | AN 
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AN. 
Epiſtle to D 


Know your Paſſion, Friend, and well approve 
I The chaſt Endearments of a mutual Love 5 
Yet ſmile to ſee the airy Youth confin'd, 
His boaſted F reedom all to one reſign dd, 

Who widely rang'd, and courted Woman-kind. 


But only you, thrice Happy you, can tell, 
How far theſe Chains ſuch Liberties excel z 
Her chaſt Embrace, one ſoft tranſporting Kiſs, 
Surpaſſes all your Scenes of guilty Bliſs; 
Let modeſt D —— laugh, and F 8 jeſt, 
At ſacred Pleaſures, they want Thought to taſte; 
They'd change their Mind, if bleſs'd with Ai. 
ra's Charms, 


And own the ert Comiction i in 1 Arms. 
| | But 
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But thoſe are Paths untrod, reſery'd for you, 
Whilſt I a wretched beaten Track purſue ; 5 

A Widow is my Lot, impos'd by Fate 

To pay off Debts, and marry an Eftate 

No Charms but thoſe of Mony join our Hindi 
And Nature ſhrinks at what the Prieſt commands; 3 
But Golden Chains muſt fix me to the Ore, 

I ſtill muſt drudge, and ſhe'll ſtill heave for more. 
See! where methinks the inſatiate Ceature lies, 
Whilſt I ſtand deſtin'd for the Sacrifice. 

What can I do? Will Hectick Warmth aſſwage 
The tenfold Fury of her wanton Rage? 
But Parents, Friends, and ſhatter'd Fortunes claim 
7 Her Rich Alliance to ſupport our Name. 


* 


So when the ni her a Breaſt laid wide, 
And all the Forum yawn'd from Side to Side, 
The Roman Youth appeas'd her angry Womb, 
Leap'd in, and made the mighty Deep his Tomb. 
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Mr. 120 UNG, 


ON HIS 


Poem on the LAST DA v. | 
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4 
By 7 Wharton, A. M. of Maudiin Coll. Oxon. 4 
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N O w let the Arheiſt tremble; ; thou alone 7 
Canſt bid his Conſcious Heart the Godheali 1 | 


2+ 4 
Whom ſhalt thou not Reform? O thou haſt | ſeen, f ; 3 
How God deſcends to judge the Souls of Men. : 
Thou heardſt the Sentence; how the Guilty mourn, I 
Driven out from God, and never muſt return! g 


Yer more, Behold ten thouſand Thunder fall, i 
And ſudden Vengeance wrap the flamin g Ball: J 
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When Nature ſunk, when every Bolt was hurl'd, 
Rs foil "_ . _ of the World. 


is | When Guy Sodom falt the beige _ 
And Sulphur fell on the devoted Plain 
The Patriarch thus the fiery Tempeſt paſt, 
4 | With pious Horror view'd the Deſart Waſte; 
2 The reſtleſs Smoak till wav'd its Curls around, 
* For ever riſing from the glowing Ground. 


But tell me, O, what heav'nly Pleaſure tell, 
To think fo greatly, and deſcribe ſo well! 
How waſt thou pleas'd the wond'rous Theme to try, 
And find the Thought of Man could riſe fo high! ? 
2 Beyond this World the Labour to purſue, 
1 And on_ all ene to View? 


8 


. thou art beſt delighted to Rehearſe 
Heaven's "_e Dictates i in exalted Verſe; ; 


236 POETICAL. 


O dos haſt Power the harden- d Heart to 2 
To grieve, to raiſe, to terrifie, to charm; 

To fix the Soul on God, to teach the Mind 
To know the Dignity of Human- kind, | 
By ſtricter Rules well-govern'd Life to ſcan, | 
And practiſe o'er the Angel in the Man. 


On M. Angelo's famous Piece of the Cruci- il 
fixion, who flabb'd a Perſon, that he 1 EF 
draw it more naturally. 


; "By Mr. YOUNG. 


H I L N. his. ik on his Canin des 

Stabb' d at his Feet his Brother welt” rio lies; 
The daring Artiſt, cruelly Serene, 
Views the pale Cheek and the diſtorted Mien; 3 
He drains off Life by Drops, and deaf to Cries, 
Examines every Spirit as it flies 
He ſtudies Torment, dives in Mortal 'Woe, 


To rouſe up every Pang repeats his Blow; : 
| Each 
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Fach riſing Agony, each dreadful Grace, 

4 vet warm tranſplanting to his Saviour's Face. 
on glorious Theft! oh nobly wicked Draught! 

W With its full Charge of Death each Feature fraught ! 
uch wond'rous Force the Magick Colours boaſt, 
. From his own Skill he ſtarts in Horror loſt. 


— 


— 
a. 


ODE on the. SPRING. 


For the Month of Mav. 
* 
Entle Zephyr come away! 1 


On this ſweet this ſilent Grove, 

8 cet to the Muſe and Love, 

| 3 In ſofteſt whiſper'd Murmurs play. 
Come, let thy ſoft thy balmy Breeze 

1 Piffuſe the vernal Sweets around 

1 From ſprouting Flow'rs, and bloſſom'd Trees; 

While ccchoing Hills and Vales reſound 


With 


POETICAL 


With Notes, which wing'd Muſicians ſing 
In Honour to the Bloom of Spring. 
„ 
Lovely Seaſon of Deſire! 
Nature Smiles with Joy to ſee 
The amorous Months led on by thee, 

That kindly wake her genial Fire. 
The brighteſt Object in the Skies, 
The faireſt Lights that ſhine below, 
The Sun, and Myra” s Charming Eyes, 
At thy Return more charming grow. 
With double Glory they appear 
To warm and grace the Infant Year. 


Mritin 


* * 
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W. ritten in a Lady's Prayer-Book. 


0 fair a Form, with ſuch Devotion joyn dl 

A Virgin Body, and a ſpotleſs Mind! 

|Pleas'd with her Pray” 8, while Heay'n propitious ſees 
rhe lovely Votreſs on her bended Knees, 

; Sure it muſt think ſome Angel loſt its way, 
And hapning on our wretched Earth to ſtray; 
Frird with our Follies, fain wou'd take its Flight, 
And begs to be reſfor'd to thoſe bleſt Realms of 
= Lacht. 


oLOM ON 80 NG. | 
"CN A P. IV. 


SOLOMON. 


L | 0 Anghters of Salem, and ye Virgin Throng; 
That tread Judea's Plains, regard my Song. 
et kindly Thoughts your ſofter Paſſions raiſe, 


nd on my fair One with . gon: 
iten L954 . | 


Her 
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Her Dove-like Eyes ten thouſand Charms diſpenſe, 
| Breathing at once both Love and Innocence: 
Behold, adown her N eck the wavy Locks 
Bound like exulting Kids o'er Gilead's Rocks: 
Her Iv'ry Teeth in beauteous Order ſtand, 
| Whiter than new-ſhorn Sheep on Jordan's Strand; 


When dropping from the Flood, with fleecy Skins, 


Each with her Lambs appears, and each with Twins: 
Her Lips like Threds of Scarlet brightly glow; ; 
In comely Speech her moving Accents flow: 
Her Cheeks amidft ſoft circling Treſſes ſhine, 
As when the render Ringlets of the Vine __ 5 


[ twine. 
Around the bluſhing Fruit their greener Curls en- 


Her Marble Neck the ſparkling Gems adorn, 
As radiant Phoſphor paints the ſhining Morn 
Statcly, like David's Tow'r in Sion's Fields 

Emblazon'd all around with Warrior Shields. 5 A 
Her even Breaſts, where youth ful Graces dwell, 
Fon with i and nll Beauties ſwell; 


— 


5 Like 


MISCELLANIES. 


Like young T'win-Roes that graze the low'ry Meads 
With Buds juſt ſprouting from their Velyet Heads. 


Hence, to the Hills of Myrrhe U haſte away, 
Where ſpicy Breezes round my Head ſhall play; 
In gentle Dreams I'll ſpend the gloomy N ight, 

Till Morning Sun reſtores his golden Light. 


Return from Lebanon, my Spouſe, my Love, 
To Hermon's dewy Hill and Shenir's Grove : 
See, from Amana's green and ſhady Brow, 
The diſtant Proſpe& of the Vales below; 
Securely hence the ſpotted Leopard view, 
No fear the YT Lion's yellow hue. 


O Spouſe n Fair! whoſe ev'ry Part, 
With Streams of Lightning, melts my raviſh'd Heart! 
Full of thy Love, I ſcorn Baalbamon's Wine, 


Nor for the Vineyard's purple Juice repine : 


R | Such 


»#$. 
La 


Such feet Perfumes attend thee ev 11 where, | 


8 Spikenard and Cinnamon, that loves the Vale, 
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That Saba's Spices flow when thou art here. 

A balmy Milk does from thy Tongue diſtil, 
And all thy Lips with liquid Honey fill - 

With Smells of Lebanon thy Veſture crown'd, 
Scatters refreſhing Odours all around : 

The various Sweets which feed the thymy Bee, 
My 1 my 1 Siſter, are in Thee. 


So, when the Sun, with orient Beams replete, 
On ſome fair Garden ſheds his genial Heat, ˖ 
Each vernal F low r uprears its painted Head, 
While opening Buds their folded Leaves dif -ſpread; 
With trembling Stream the linipid Fountains play, 
And from their gilded Waves reflect the Day. 
Ripe thural F ruits their Frankincenſe exhale, 


Saffron and Spikenard, precious pleaſant Oil, 
That ſprings t from 1 Arabia s happy Soil : 


* 
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Their ſpicy Rind, with gummy Sap. diftent, + ; 

Breaths thro' the Air a ſoft Balſamic Scent : 

Nocturnal Dews in humid Vapour riſe, 3 

And fragrant Clouds perfume the azure Skies. 
The SPOUSE. : 

Awake, O North ! or thou kind Southern Breeze, 

In ſoftly Murmurs whiſper thro' the Trees: 

With ſoothing Breath upon my Garden blow, 

That grateful Smells from every Part may flow. 

Let my Beloved i in the cooly Shade, 5 

Upon ſome Lilly Bank repoſe his Head; 

Or with delicious Fruitage pleaſe his Taſte, 

Be fill d with Joy, and bleſs the kind Repaſt. 


2 OETICAL 
Very N Th A D V. 


By William Hariſon, Eſq; late 3 to her 
f Majeſty at Utrecht. 


F Lorella, when thoſe Eyes I ſee, 
So innocently kind and free, 


| Ever fix'd, and fix'd on me- 


» 


. "% 
= . * 
* . . 


5. + ſhould 1 my Time miſpend J 
With idle Fears fo long attend, 
And loſe the Lover in the Friend? 


A Year, or two, I eould forbear; 
But that ſome happier Youth, I fear, 
May gain thy Heart, and triumph there. 


Then deareſt Girl with me retire, 
What Age ſhould give, Love ſhall inſpire, 
And thou ſhalt ripen by my Fire. 


SHS 
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In Praiſe of Laudanum. 


By the ſame Hand. 


Feel, O Laudanum, thy Power Divine, 

1 And fall with Pleaſure at thy ſlumb'ring Shrine: 
Lui d by thy Charms I/ſcape each anxious Thought, 
L And every i but Mira is forgot. 


% 


— 


05 * Death of a Lady's Cat. 
: By the ſame Hand. 


| ND is Miſs Tabby from the World retir'd? 
And are her Lives, all her Nine Lives expir'd ? 


What Sounds ſo moving, as her own, can tell 
How Tabby dy'd, how full of Play ſhe fell! 
Begin, ye tuneful Nine, a mournful Strife; 
For every Muſe ſhow'd celebrate a Life. 


= THE 


' 


THE 


PASSION of 8 APPHO, 


$2 


| i DE By the fame Hand: 


AIL Sacred Muſe, and Vocal Shell, 
That wont the Joys of Love to tell; 
Now turn your Songs to Mournful Semin, 


My Joys are fled, my Love remains. 
MWanton Cupid, idle Toyer, 


Pleaſing Tyrant, ſoft Deſtroyer, 
Do not thus my Heart controul 3 


Phaon flies me far away, 
Reaſon does renounce thy Sway, 
Zet contented I ob ey, 

Ever raging, 
Paſt affwaging, 
Love poſſeſſes all my Soul. 
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Eneath this ſad and ſilent Gloom vr 
B 1 waſte my Beauty, Youth and Bloom: wi 
But not the Shades that baniſh Day | 
Drive Phaon's brighter Form away 
A Youth ſo ſhap'd, with ſuch a Mein, 

A Front like that of Jove Serene, 
With ſparkling Eyes, and flowing _ 

And Wit that ever charms the Fair, 
The ſpiteful Gods cantriv'd for Ruin, 
And deck'd him thus for my Undoing; yk 
O the ſoft Tranſporting Pleaſure, 
Mpen we yield our Virgin Treaſure ; 
When me meet the % yous Lover, 
And an equal Flame diſcover. 
Nothing now to Love denying, . 
a Bluſhing, Panting, Melting, D ming: 
= 0 the ſoft Tranſporting Blifs ! - | 
bat is Life- or Fame to this! 
I Rave, I Rave, Unhappy Maid; 
That Name my Folly does upbraid 

| 1 


To 
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To Shame, Remorſe and Death betray'd, 
What Power, what God can ſend Relief? 
Sicilian Virgins ſhun the Arts | 


| Whence my Misfortunes riſe; wie 
With Eaſe my Phaon Conquers Hearts, 
With Eaſe negledts the Prize, 
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Dream, or in ſome Rival's Arms, 
Forget ful of my Rifled Charms, 
1 behold the Perjur'd Boy: 
Anguiſb waſte, 
Lightning . Blaſt, 

Heav' n forſake her, 

Hell oertake her, 

E'er ſpe taſtes the riſing Joy. 
No; let her Triumph, let her prize 
The faithleſs Wretch, whom I deſpiſe; 
By his Ingratitude ſet free, W 
PII reap the Sweet of Liberty. | 
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Mighty Hero, could you leave me; 
Did my Charmer hope to grieve me? 
Thus be all my Wiſhes blaſted, 
For no longer I adore thee; —_ 
Had thy Love one Moment laſted, 
Happy I had Changed before thee. 
ander Ph a0n, /o will 1, 
Roving, Ranging, 
Ever Changing i 
Cay and Airy, Fre 
Form'd to Vary, - 
7, to pain you, 
Will diſdain you, 
And to Nobler Conqueſt Ay. 
Reſentment, Pride, and glowing Shame, 
Once Guardians of my ſpotleſs Fame, | 
By Conqu'ring Love tho' baniſh'd hence, 
Again vouchſafe me your Defence, 


Aſſert an Empire late your own, 
And ſhake the Tyrant on his Throne : 
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Support me, aid me, for I fee! 
My fainting Reſolution reel. 

Doubt, thou certain State of Sorrow, 
We loſe to Day, to wait to Morrow z | 
He may return, my Phaon may; 
I cheat my ſelf, why does he ftay ? 
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Shall Sappho, like a helpleſs Maid, 

Pine to Death, of Death afraid? | 

I've try'd all Female Arts in vain, 

Diſſembled Scorn and falſe Diſdain; 

For O! with real Grief oppreſt, 

I Burn, and 'Tempeſts ſhake my Breaſt. 
O what Torments wound my Heart ! 
Gentle Death, in Pity take me, 

And perform thy grateful Duty : 
Since my Phaon does forſake me, 

To thy Arms I yield my Beauty, 

Kinder thine than Cupid's Dart. 
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8 THE 


T H on R 


OF THE 


74 TL ERA 


By Mr. E D 8 DE N. 


T laſt Is granted, what we wiſh'd for long, 
The Roman Arts have learn'd the Briti/h 
Tongue. 

The ſweet Yenuſian Bard could laſh the Crimes, 
And ridicule the Follies of his Times : 

Yet the fly Satyr moy'd with ſo much Eaſe, 


The Sting, while wounding, never fail'd to pleaſe. 
| | Nature, we fear'd, had here her ſelf out-done, 
Too weak again to raiſe ſo great a Son: 

But now in Fame we dare with Rome engage, 

A ſecond Horace has adorn'd our Age. 
1 1 Hail 
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| Hail You! whoſe ev'ry Thought, and every Line 
Our Judgments ripen, and our Taſtes refine, 
Whoreads your Works, knows what the World cer F 
All human Life lies open to his View. 3 1 
Old Age with Tears ſees artfully diſplay'd 

Thoſe fruitleſs Pleaſures which they once obey'd; 
While by too dear Experience, Youth, untaught, 2 


Fly from theSnares,in which theirSires were caught: 
And by your Labours double their Deli ght, 


Corn how to Live, as well as how to Write, 


O! in what beauteous Elegance of Dreſs. 
Th' immortal Bloom of Virtue you expreſs! 

How ſweetly Mild ſhe looks in all her Rules! 1 
The Choice of Wiſe Men, tho the Scorn of Fool | 
How Vice can never with true Reaſon ſuit! _ 1 
The Man degraded, ſinks into the Brute. J 
Our Bliſs is loſt, when Ill we once begin, 
There is no Eden in the Paths of Sin. 
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If ſacred Thirſt of Glory you inſpire, 

Each lab'ring Breaſt glows with a gen'rous Fire. 

Had Fate reſerv'd young Ammon for this Age, 

We had not ſeen him with wild Frenzies rage: 

His vain Deſcent from Heav'n he would diſclaim, 

To ſhine the foremoſt in your Court of Fame. 


While the Coquet her airy Motions tries, 
The Man has Humour, gay Emilia cries: 
Laughing goes on, and hugs the faithful Glaſs, 
Pleas'd with the true Reflection of her Face. 
But grave Althea reads the Prude with Spleen, 
And wonders how her ſecret Faults were ſeen. 


When Rules of Honour, in the married Life, 
You ſtrictly fix to Husband, and to Wife, 5 
The Libertine from Chlee's Arms retires, 
Forpets to Luſt, and burns with nobler Fires. | 


# Or when the flutt'ring Coxcombs of the Town, 


And all their nauſeous F opperies are ſhown, 


r ETA 

Such is the Wit, as needs no Critick fear, | 
And the chaſt Veſtal, unconcern'd, might hear. 
Such as can never Innocence defile, © | 


Yet from the molt ſevere extorts a Smile. i 


The happy Delicacy of your Plays 
J paſs in Silence, nor attempt to praiſe. 
O Charlotte ! who thy Character can read, 
But ſoon muſt languiſh, ſigh, and ſecret bleed? 
Is it your F ancy, that thus boundleſs roves, 


Inflames our Paſſions, yet eludes our Loves? 


Or to the World are living Charlots known, 


Or ſhe, th' unrival'd Phenix, reigns alone? 
To Wealth, to Pow'r I ev'ry With reſign, 
If only that dear Charlotte might be mine. 


Go on, great Man! if you need farther go, _ 

Whoſe bright Meridian can no brighter ſhow: 

Still you their Fav'rite let the Maſes call, 

All Arts adorning, and adorn'd by all. J 
| 80 
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So variouſly you write, yet ſtill ſo well, ü 


8 
© 


we know not where to judge you moſt excel: 
Nor can you, tho' you multiply the Store, 


Add to your Glory, or our Wonder more. 


TOA 


. * D Y, 


'/ bat wept « at the hearing C A T O read. 
| 3175 the ſame Hand. „ ft. 


F ever Grief could perfect Form i improve, 

Euphrenia, weeping, more commands our Love. 
ow ſhall we call, that we ſo much admire, 
melting Brightneſs, or a humid Fire? 


4 Þluſh not at Sorrows ſeen, in vain ſuppreſt, 
y dighs ſwell to Streams, and flowing ſhine confeſt. 
he happy Poet muſt with Tranſport hear, 
is Art confirm'd by ſuch a precious Tear: 


Precious 


Precious as that which good Oavia ſhed, 
When Virgil mourn'd o'er young Marcellus dead. 
Alas! the gen'rous Roman differs Kill! N 
She wept the could not ſave, you weep to kill. 
Ah! gentle Fair! too kind, too cruel Maid! 
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Can you in others Tyranny upbraid, 
Yet be the Caule of Liberty betray'd? 
Think on his Halcyon Hours you could deſtroy 
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Each glided ſmooth, for each was wing'd with Joy. f 
Whate'er he freely with'd, he freely choſe, 
Like Roman Senates, till a Ceſar role. 3 
Theſe Lips, which us'd no fav'rite Sound to claim, 4 
Now fondly quiver on Euphrenia's Name. f 
This Heart,which once no pointedGlance had tas 4 
Bleeds at your Sight, and trembles at your Tongue. 1 
Yet do I court, not ſtruggle with my Chain, j 
Eaſie the Thraldom, pleaſant is the Pain, 

And you for ever ſhall Dictator reign. 

The ſtubborn Cato, whoſe unſhaken Soul 

No Flatt's ries could allure, no Force controul, 


Ha i 
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Had you then liv'd, had ſweet Confuſion felt, 

His Sterneſs ſoften'd, and begun to melt: 

oft would have look'd, and oft with glad Surpriſe 
Bondage it ſelf own'd lovely thro' thoſe Eyes. 

| Tell me, ye learn'd, how equal Ob; es ſtrike 
Euphrenia's Breaſt with Paſſions ſo diſlike? 


: How tender, and relentleſs thus agree! | 

1 Why there all Diſcord, here all Harmony? 
| 1 Can you lament the Miſeries of Rome, 

1 Patricians loſt, or Slavery their Doom, , 
| | et ravage careleſs o'er your N ative Iſle, 9 
5 ; Feort in Deſtruction, and in Murder ſmile? 4 k 

Ph! when you weep, and vanquiſh'd Virtue grace, * 
„ i Who would deſire the mighty Victor's place? | 
e. : isfortune proudly triumphs o'er Succels, 

| ] nd Ceſar envies Cato's Happineſs. 

| Tow willing for ſuch Tears to yield up all, „ 
arce an Equivalent; the conqu' red Ball! | 4 


How pleas'd ſuperior Glory to allow, 
| þ he World by Cæſar, Ceſar rul'd by you. 


„% 10 


Sure Bards of old deccivd us in their birklnk, 
Syrens were all Euphrenia's of the Plains; 
4 W ho, gently touch'd by ſome ſoft, mournful Sound, 
Melted in Tears, and laviſh'd Deaths around. 
The nobleſt Poet drew the nobleſt Throng, 
And the bright Hearers made the dang'rous, Song | 
Was not this Piece fo elegantly fine, 


You had not liſten'd to a dull deſign. 

Gay, pompous Nonſenſe had leſs fatal been, -— 
You could not weep, where Nature was not ſeen, 1 
Ah! leythe Muſe Aid to the Lover bring, 8 
Not from her Excellence his Ruin ſpring. 3 
The Charms of Verſe ſhould Rill the Charmern more 
And whom they melt to Pity, ſooth to Love. 3 
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Y FROM 
$7; NINTH THEBAIS. 


The AE (( MW 
olynices, aided by Tydeus, and Andraftus, and o- 
ther Princes of Greece, had rais'd an Army againſt 
his Brother Eteocles, for Uſurping the Crown of 
Thebes, contrary to their Argument of reigning 
Yearly by turns. Atalanta, Daughter to the King 
of Arcadia, had devoted her ſelf to Diana, but had 
afterwards a Son called Parthenopæus, by Melea- 

er; for which breach of her vow'd Virginity the 
2 forgave her. Parthenopæus, tho“ not above 
Fifteen Years of Age, in the Abſence of his Mother, 
gathers together his Arcadians, who thought they at 
firſt ſprung from Trees, and marcheth to the Theban 
War. His Mother. overtakes him, and endeavours 
in vain by Tears to bring him back. Then frighted 
with Dreams and Fiſions, ſbe prays to Diana to pre- 
ſerve her Son. Thereupon the Goddeſs haſtens ta 
Thebes, but meets her Brother Apollo in the way, 
20 foretells the Death of Parthenopæus, and la- 
ents the Fate of his Augur Amphiaraus, who by 
an Earthquake had been lately fwwallow'd up alive. 
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The Goddeſs comes to Thebes, rangeth * felf i int Þ 
Battle; but is chid by Mars, and forced to retin. 


Parthenopæus, /upply'd by her with Darts, make; 
cruel Slaughter among the Thebans, till at laſt Drys | 
kills him, and dies immediately himſelf; as Diana ha 
Threatned, that whoever mortally wounded Parthc: 4 
nopæus, ſhould not ſurvive him. 'Y 
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Hile the young Hero thus with Glory burn;f 4 
At home the tender Atalanta mourns. | 
In broken Slumbers baleful Dreams ariſe, 

And airy Spectres skim before her Eyes. 

Up from the Bed ſhe roſe with Artleſs Care, 
(Looſe her Attire, diſhevell'd was her Hair) 4 
To Ladon's Streams ſhe flew, e'er dawning 8 * 
To purge th' unwholſom Viſions of the Night. 
For to her Mind, oppreſt with penfive ro 
Ten thouſand frightful Images were brought. 

Sometimes ſhe ſaw the rural Trophies fall, 

Which her own Hands fix d on the Sacred wil 

Sometimes, deſerted by the Nymphs ſhe ue 

A * Exile from the Sylvan Glade, i 


” * 
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f | Or ſeem'd o'er op'ning Sepulchres to tread, 
Loſt in the dreary Manſions of the Dead. 

4 Oft in the midnight Gloom, her Eyes begun 
7 To view the fancy'd Triumphs of her Son; 


b His Arms, his Friends, his Courſer known again, 
l For him ſhe ſought around, but ſought in vain. 
3 Oft ſhe beheld her Quiver glow with Fire, 

1 And her own Figure in the Flames expire. 

4 One Viſion ill preſag'd above the reſt, 

i And waken'd all the Mother in her Breaſt, 

| Far on th' Arcadian Hills an Oak there ſtood, 
Erne lofty Monarch of the Subject Wood, 
hich from Plebeian Trees ſhe choſe to raiſe, 


And hallow to the great Diana's Praiſe, 
[ Pra by the Deity, it proudly grew, 

nd ſpreading, Crowds of chaſte Adorers drew. 
tere from theSun, when tir'd er 


, | or cool Repoſe, the daily Huntreſs came. 
Erne Tusks of Boars aloft in rows ſhe rung, 
und Beams of Stags, and Hides of Lyons hung. 
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Hither, it chanc'd, in Sleep her Fancy rov'd; 
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The Branches, thus enrich'd by Rural Toils, 
Bend with their Load, and ſcarce ſuſtain the Spoils, 
Arrows, and Spears, and poliſh'd. Arms diſplay' d, 
Chaſe the brown Horror of th' enlighten'd Shade, 


She dreampt of Pleaſures, which awake ſhe lov'd 
The Bear already ſeiz'd, ſhe, faint with heat, 


Sought the green Covert, and the known Retreat. 4 
There ſaw, where late her fay rite Tree had food, PY 
A naked Trunk remain, and ſtream with Blood. 4 
The leafy Honours ſcatter'd all around, 

And ſapleſs Boughs lay with'ring on the Ground 1 
Speechlck at firſt with Grief ſhe ſtood, then cry'4, 
Whence ſprings the Ruin? Anda Nymph reply'd, f 
The Menades in their mad Orgies ſhow'd | 
This fury; Bacchus is th' avenging God. 

Here from her inward Soul ſhe ſigh'd her Pain, 
And beat her Breaſt with empty Blows in vain: 
Confus'dly wak'd, ſhe left her mournful Bed, 
And look'd for Tears her Eyes had fally ſhed. | 
Her 


ay 
Wan, 
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Her Body thrice ſhe plung'd in living Streams, 
To cleanſe the vile Pollution of her Dreams; 

And added Myſtick Words to eaſe her Grief, 

But from Diana's Temple hop'd Relief. 

Early ſhe haſten'd, while, the Morn was new, 

No Eaſtern Ray had drunk the Pearly Dew. 
Joyous ſhe ſaw her Oak the Grove adorn, | 
Unlop'd its Branches, and its Leaves unſhorn: ' 
With fruitleſs Prayers, then, proſtrate at the Shrine, 
4 Implor'd th' Aſſiſtance of the Pow'r Divine. 


O Virgin Goddeſs, whom the Woods obey, 
Beneath whoſe ſtubborn Rule and hardy Sway 
: I livez my Soul her own ſoft Sex diſdains, 
And pamper'd Indolence of Grecian Trains. 

Not Scythian Tribes, and Amazonian Bands 


| Vield with more Pleaſure to thy rough Commands. 
If not th” allurements of the Female Choir 
Could love of Dance, and wanton Songs inſpire z- 


S$ 4 It. 
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Tf Men by Virtue ftrove in vain to melt, 

(Tho? once ſurpriz d, ungrateful Joys I felt) 
Yet did thoſe Hands no feeble Diftaff rear, 
Nor with fond Ivy wreath th' unwarlike Spear. 


Ev'n when no Place amid thy Pomp allow'd, 
I beat the Thicket diſtant from the Crowd, 
And ever ſcem'd, unwillingly betray'd, 

A Huntreſs ſtill, and {till in Mind a Maid. 
But if my Crime ſuch Innocence deny'd, 

I did not labour the ſweet Crime to hide. 


No dusky Cave the Scarchers Care beguil'd, 
But at you Feet I laid the trembling Child. 
To you, and to the World I did proclaim - 


— 
WE 
.== 


At once my Glory, and at once my Shame, 
The lively Infant ſoon his Race did ſhow, 4 
And ftretch'd unequal Hands to graſp the Bow, 


Then wept, conſtrain'd from that loved hold to part, 4 
And his firſt broken Accents liſp'd a Dart. 3 


O! j Goddeſs to my Boy confirm this Pray I, [clare 94 


What would thoſe Dreams, and nightly Forms de. 3 
In } 
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In you confiding to'the War he run, 

Approve his Confidence, and fave my Son. 
To my Embrace reſtore him; let him come, 
If not a Victor, ſafe, tho* vanquiſh'd home. 
Here let him bear your Arms, ſecurely ſweat, 


N And pant with no leſs honourable Heat. 


Far from our Woods dire Omens! but why ſeem 
The Theban Deities to rule in Dream? 


I Avert, Imperial Queen, the fatal Stroke, 


And let me fondly dread the wounded Oak. 
But if theſe Viſionary Scenes relate 

Too true my hapleſs Son's untimely Fate; 

If he muſt fall, e'er yet his N erves be ſtrung, 


Think on thy Brother, ever fair and young : 


FRO! by the tender Love a Siſter knows 


JO! by the pity to a Parent's Throws, 
3 Grant me, kind Goddeſs, an unenvy'd Doom, 
Pierce with thy keeneſt Darts this guilty Womb. 


he fruitful Source of Miſeries deſtroy, 
und let my Death firſt reach the weeping Boy. 
to 2 br *:. 17, "vl 
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And ſhoots whole ſhady Groves amid the Clouds. 


From the laft verging Circle of the Moon : : 
Thence glancing upwards,ſcarce her Brother knew, 
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She paus'd,and ſaw, what — her Fenn, 
The ſoft'ning Statue melted into Tears. 
On the cold Earth lies the deſponding Fair, 
And ſweeps the duſty Altar with her Hair. 
To Thebes the vex d Diana wings her flight, 
And towers above the iteep Menalian Height, 
Tho' its bold Head th' aſpiring Mountain ſhrouds, 1 


Now on Parnaſſus ſhe with Pride looks down, 


For wrapt in Shades th' afflicted Phebus flew. 
But by her Preſence cheer'd, unveil'd he ſhone, 4 
The Gloom was ſcatter'd, and the God was known, þ 
The Heav'n, all conſcious, bluſh'd from both Ex- : 


rremes 
At kindred Glories, and united Beams. 1 I 


Th' immortal Pair did mutual Grace beſtow, 
Quiyer to Quiver anſwer'd, Bow to Bow. 


He firſt: Too well, my Siſter, 1 foreſee, 
How unſucceſsful your Attempt muſt be. 
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You ſeek the Thebans, mad wich War's Alarms, | 
And the brave Youth, too early ſheath'd in Arms. 
His Mother begs his Life; if Fate could give 
A Life back, once condemn'd, the Boy ſhould live. 
E'en I but late (I ſpeak it to my Same) 
With baffl'd Pow'r from thoſe curs'd Tumults came. 
I heard my Prophet, who my Garlands wore, 
And ſacred Boughs, in vain my Aid implore. 
Prone. thro* the. Void, theſe Eyes ſaw diſappear 
At once the Chariot, and the Charioteer. = 
Down to the SHgian Shades alive he fell, 

Nor could I hinder what I;did foretell. | 
Linking, he heaw'd his Hands, and Phebus mari 
hut Phizbus could not cloſe the gaping Ground. 
1 Theſe the Rewards I to my Vot'ries pay! 

q ' Temptations ſure to love my friendly Sway. 

4 My beſt Endeavours ill his Merits ſuit: © — 

: Silence, my Oracles! with Grief be mute. | 
| Learn, learn from. me thy Labours to forbear; 
Fruitleſs Eſſa ys, and fond Aſſiſtance ſpare. 
Wy Th' A.- 
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The Fates have fix d th' inexorable Doom. 


And anxious, the Cadmian Towers the ſought. 
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Th' Arcadian Prince muſt wither in the Bloom; 


No dubious Sentences his Death contain, 
The melancholy Truth is here too plain. 


Nor ſhall ſome Honour be at laſt deny'd 
To grace his Fall, the Goddeſs ſtern reply'd. 
The wretched Mother may this Comfort find, 
Who kills her Son, ſhall not ſurvive behind. 
Th' audacious Hand that ftrikes the guiltleſs Boy, 
Shall know no farther Pleaſure to deſtroy : "Ml 
So (mall a Puniſhment I ſure may boaſt, 

If not, the virtues of my Darts be loſt. 

Fiercely ſhe ſpoke, and haſt'ning to diſmiſs 
Her Brother, parted with but half a Kiſs. 4 
Her ſecret Breaſt glow'd with revengeful Thought, i 


= [Kings || 
The Battle there grew warm ; from ſlaughter d 4 

Redoubled Rage, and wilder Frenzy ſprings. 1 

Theſe | 
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Theſe Troops, for Hipſeus ſlain, come ruſhing on, 

But ſwifter thoſe, for loſt Hippomedon. : 

Alternate Vengeance traverſes the Field; 

To pointed Swords their naked Breaſts they yield. 

The ſame mad Fury in each Heart was ſown, 

To ſeize another's Life, or loſe his own. 

Fearleſs the cloſe, confronting Squadrons ſtood, 

Eager of Death, and prodigal of Blood. 

With adverſe Wounds eternal Fame they buy, 
And ſmile in Ruin, and with Pleaſure die. 


i 
_ 
— 
| \ 


Diana now, an airy Journey paſt, 
On the Dirctan Summit ſtoop'd at laſt: 
The bending Forreſt the fierce Goddeſs own'd, 
And all the hoary Mountain ſhook around. 
3 For here, when fruitful Mobe defy'd 
| I The Virgin Queen, ſhe fat, and check'd her Pride. 
Dieſtruction on her boaſted Brood ſhe ſent, 
Half. weary d with thꝰ unnumber'd Shafts, ſhe ſpent. 


Th' Ar- 
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| Th' Arcadian Leader ſhe beheld from far, 
Brightly diſtinguiſh'd in the Cloud of War. 
Triumphant thro” the thickeſt Ranks he flew, 
And rein'd a Courſer to the Rein yet new. 

A Tyger's party-colour'd Skin was ſpread 
O'er the broad Back of the proud fiery Steed; 
The golden Paws acroſs his Shoulders hung, 
With dreadful Grace, and ſudden bounds he ſprung. 
2 His comely Mane, in artful Knots confin'd, 
Eludes the wanton freedoms of the Wind. 
Below his Breaſt, to mark the Hunter young, 
With Iv'ry Teeth a bending Poitral hung. 
His Surcoat twice had drunk the Brian Die, 1 
His ſilken Tunick, dazzling to the Eye, 
(The ſole rich Work, which his fairMotherwrought, 
And for a while the Woods and Lawns forgot) | 
Behind, collected in a Ribbon, flow'd: 
His Sword it {elf prov!d a too pond'rous. Load. 
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The Field of Death he views with ſtrange delight, 
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And Scenes of Horror thinks a pleaſing Sight. 
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The Pomp of War his youthful Fancy fires, 

And now th einbroider'd Trappings he admires. 
Now grateful every harſher Sound appears, 

And Muſick in the clank of Arms he hears. 
Sometimes his Morrion he with Pride ſurveys, 
Enrich'd wirh Gemms, that mingle in a blaze. 


But wheh the glowing Fight asks friendly Winds, 


His cumbaous Caſque for coolneſs he unbinds. 
Confeſs d to fight, and free to open ſhow, 

His golden Ringlets negligently flow. 

His ſparkling Eyes roll with a lively Grace, 

And little: Loves ſpòrt, flutt'ring round his Face. 
Along his downy Checks, by Nature ſpread, . 
Is ſeen the pureſt white, and freſheſt red. 

But he this Smoothneſs joyfully would ſpare 

To look more manly, tho' he look'd leſs fair. 


Yet while ſuch Glorics Admiration raiſe, 


He ſhuns th' Admirers, and diſdains their Praiſe. 
His Beauty's juſt Encomiums he diſowns, 


[Frowns; 
And fain would cloud his Brow with borrow'd 


Nor 


ts 
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Nor can his native Sweetneſs diſcompoſe, 

Anger in him has Charms, and lovely ſhows. 
Where-e'cr he moves, the Theban Fathers yield 
An undiſputed Paſſage o'er the Field. 

Or if the Dart full-drawn its flight demands, 


Their Children riſe in Thought, and check their 
{ Hands. 


2972 


But he, regardleſs of their Pity, pours 
Deſtruction ſwift around in feather'd Show'rs. 
Ev'n here the gazing Nymphs their Flames confeſs, Þ 
And from Theumeſian Hills his Motions bleſs. 

The Duſt, and melting Heat new Grace beſtow, 
In-the fair Youth is loſt rheir Country's Foe. . 
For him they ſigh, from Vow to Vow ys run, 
And wiſh Bæotia nn undone. 


With Contemplation of this mournful Scene, f 
Celeſtial Tears flow'd from the Delian Queen. 
How thy fond Mother's Griefs ſhall I abate, 
She ſaid, or cancel the Decrees of Fate? 


5 


Why, 3 


MISCELLANIES. on 
Why, cruel Boy, didſt thou unbidden come 
To laviſh Life, and court a fatal Doom? 

Too pregnant Vertue, mounted to a Flame, 
Taught thee to ſtretch, and pant for early Fame: 
Show'd, Cowards live not, by extent of Breath, 
But Heroes are immortaliz'd in Death. 

Yet the fireight Bounds of the Menalian Grove 
Did lately a too ſpacious Circuit prove: 
Not without Danger couldſt thou range alone, 
Or Dens of Beaſts, and Wilds of rugged Stone. 
| hy Mother's Weapons {till thy Weakneſs ſhow, 
Nor canſt thou launch her Spear, or bend her BoW. 
it my deaf Altars, bath'd in Tears, ſhe lies, 
und wearies Echo with repeated Cries. Wo 
While thee the ſprightly Trumpet chears Fromm far 1 
Wich noble Noiſe, ſweet Diſcord of the War. | 
Wh! heedleſs Youth, wilt thou unminded die, 
und to thy Parent only Grief ſupply! 


But that all living Honours might be paid, . 

Round her the Goddeſs caſt a dusky Shade: 
1 e * 

'F. | Shot 
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Shot from the Mount, and gliding: choſe to fall 
In the mid Throng, unſeen, yet ſeeing all. | 
From the Boy's Quiver, firſt, his Darts unknown 
Gently ſhe ſtole, and fill'd it with her own, 
Which fram'd by Arr divine, no Error knew, 


And ſcatter'd certain Ruin where they flew. 

Then to defend him from invading Force, 

She ſprinkled with Ambroſial Dews his Horſe. 

This, tho unable to preſerve his Breath, 

Unharm'd ſecures him, till the Hour of Death. 

She adds too Myſtick Sounds, which never fail, 

Sounds, which ſhe teaches in th' Aimonian Vale, 

When ſoft by Night the fell Magicians tread, 

To drain the Poys'nous Herbs, or raiſe the Dead. 
He with rich Stores of keener Arrows fraught, 
Swells to a proud Extravagance of Thought: 

Boldly che beaten Paths of Death forſakes, 

And croſs the Ranks uncommon Slaughter makes 

Of all forgetful, wantonly he ſtrays, 

And Heav'nly Miſchief ſpreads ten thouſand ways | 
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Thus, the Getulian Mother's Care ſucceeds, - + 
The Lion young with hunted Blood the feeds. 
But when by Age his Nerves their Vigour gain, 
= He ſees his. lengthen'd Paws, and riſing Mane; 
At home for Food he nobly ſcorns to ſtay, 

3 And ſcours the Plain, and tears himſelf his Prey. 


1 Muſe, trace the Track of Death, in order tell, 

1 What Numbers by the youthful Hero fell. 

] Choræbus the firſt Honour had to bleed, 
Between his Shield and Bever paſs'd the Reed. 

[WY Fix'd in his Throat thi evenom'd Arrow ſtood, 

And Sacred Fire ran circling through his Blood. 

; But poor Eurytion felt more cruel Smart, 

In his left Eye deep ſunk the deadly Dart. 

he hooked Point out with the Ball he drew, 

nd with mad Fury on the Giver fle w. ö 

But who againſt Celeſtial Arms can fight? 


. 


\nother Shaft ſoon drunk his other Light. 117% 7 
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Involv'd in Darkneſs, ſtill he hunts about, 
And blindly gropes to find th' Arcadian out: 
Till, ſtumbling o'er dead Ida on the Ground, 
With heaps of Slain he lay encompaſs'd round. 
Stung with his bitter Anguiſh, loud he roar'd, 
And Death for Eaſe from Friend or Foe i im plord. 
The Sons of Aas next, a lovely Pair, 
Brisk Argus, famous for his length of Hair, 
And Cydon, fall, whoſe too ſweet Looks could move 
A Siſter with a more than Siſter's Love. 
This, in his Side, receiv'd the fatal Wound, 
That, with a Dart tranfix'd his Temples found, 
Here ſhone the Point, the Feather there was ſpy'd, 
But ſtreaming Gore diſtill'd from either fide. 
Th' Inclement Victor's Rage no Charms appeaſe 


Not Lamus ſcapes, by Nature form'd to pleaſe. 

Lygdus, as vain, on holy Wreaths preſum'd, 

As Zolus with Flow'r of Beauty bloom'd. 

Various the Shots, yet in one Ruin join, 

Lamus his Mouth, and Lygdus mourns his Groin; 
. While 
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While ſpringing 9s, with ſilent Dread, 

His ſnowy Front diſcolour'd ſees with red. 

Eubea gave to the firſt Warrior Birth, 

EZubæa, founded on a ſloping Earth. + 
The ſecond from well-peopled Thisbe came, 
Where Milk-white Doves beſtow an endleſs Fame. 
The third, again on the green Spartan Mead 
Shall ne'er the Chorus of the Dancers lead. 


Thus he for Sport his Bow not idly bends, 
But ſure Deſtruction on each Dart attends. 
Whizzing it cuts the Air, and ſcarcely gone, 

Is by another urg'd more ſwiftly on. : 

To ſpread ſuch Deſolation might demand 

A Legion's Labour, not a ſingle Hand. 

Now forwards he the winged Death directs, . 
Then glancing ſide ways, oblique Aim affedts, » 

Sometimes, diſſembling Fear, he ſeems to flic, 

But ſhooting backwards, the Purſucrs die. 


4 
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The Thebans now with wrathful Wonder glows, 
And Vengeance on the young Deſtroyer ow d. 
Amphion firſt to ſmother'd Rage gave vent, 

Deriv'd from Four, and vainly Inſolent: 
Nor ſaw, what future Cauſes he ſhould your” 
With Blood to fatten the Dirctan Field. 


How long ſhall we thy Fate ſuſpended keep, 
Nor give thy Parents Privilege to weep? 
From our Neglect, fond Boy, proud Fancies riſe, 
Swell in thy Breaſt, and ſparkle in thy Eyes, ; 
While each diſdains to meet th unequal Foe, | 
By Meanneſs ſafe, and deſpicably low. 

Home to Arcadia s ſhady Groves retreat, FI 


And in mock-fight thy raw Companions beat. 
Here let grim Mars enjoy the Toils of War, 

In duſty Triumph roul his Iron S 
Go, with Ruſh-lances bloodlefs Conqueſt gain, 
And drive th' unbearded Squadron o'er the Plain. 


But 
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But if vain Greatneſs be thy mad Deſire, 
Amidft a Throng of Heroes to expire, 
Thou of thy haughty Wiſh ſhalt be poſſeſt, 
A manly Arm ſhall lull the Child to reſt. 


Swift Atalanta's Son no more could hear, | 
But ſtop'd Anmpbion i in his proud Career, 

And cry'd, Theſe Arms, long-practis'd, I employ ; 
"Tis not the giddy Onſet of a Boy: 

And yet what Boy, but ſeems a Match deſign'd 
For your weak Race, the Dregs of Human-kind ? 
The vaſt Diſtinction is not underſtood 

Between the Theban, and th' Arcadian Blood. 
My Mother, never, with a drunken Throng, 
To Jolly Bacchus ſquawl'd the Nightly Song. 
Crown'd with uncomely *, nei er led the 
Dance, 


Nor, curl'd with Ivy, ſhook th leads Launce. 1 
My Infant Age with Exerciſe began, 
Ws oil ſtrung my N. * and carly ſhow'd the Man. 

T 4. Naked 
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Naked ] us'd to ſtem the foamy Tyde, 3 

Or on the poliſh'd Mirror ſmoothly glide: 
Rejoyc'd the tawny Tyger to out-brave, 

And walk, untrembling, thro? the dreary Cave. 
But why need I my hardy Deeds proclaim, 
Acts, worthy Heroes, raiſe my Mother's Fame. 
She whirls the Spear, or ſhoots the flying Prey, 
While your enervate Sires on Timbrels play. 


Theſe Taunts Amphion did too far provoke, 
Impetuous he prepar'd a deadly Stroke : 
But, ſtarting ſudden from the blazing Sword, 
The Courſer with himſelf preſery'd his Lord. 
The Weapon ſlaunting fell; the harmleſs Blow 
Balk'd the malicious Pleaſure of the Foe. 
Vet not diſcourag'd from his cruel Thought, 
With double Fury he th' Arcadian ſought ; | 
When fierce Diana, now no more conceal'd, 
Shone to bis Eyes, at her full length reveal'd. 


Mana- 
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Menalian Dorceus by ſtrict Friendſhip tyd, 

Was wont to cloſe the tender Warrior's fide: 
Him Atalanta charg'd with all her Fears, 
Impower'd to check the Youth's impetuous Years: 


An anxious Government: the Goddeſs took 
His Air and Figure, and her own forſook. 


Enough, ſhe cry'd, thy Proweſs Thebes has felt, 
Let the ſoft Mother the ſtern Hero melt : 
For her vouchſafe to live; new Toils forbear, 
And reſt thy Guardian Gods awhile from Care. 


'Then he: Ah! let me * my Friend, acquire 
One other Lawrel; I no more deſire. 
The Fall of this Uſurper is decreed, 
Who proudly apes with his, my Motley'd Steed: 
Who ſeems in Purple Furniture to vie, 125 
And dares to brandiſh Rival Arms on high. 
A Preſent to my Mother gil beſtow, 
His gilded Quiver, and his ſounding Bow. 
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His Courſer ſhall for my own Uſe remain, 


POETICAL 


His Robes be offer'd in Diana's Fane, 


It chanc'd, that Marsobſerv'd the doubtful Fray, 
While, ſecret, in a roſie Bow'r he lay, 
Where Beauty's Queen, profuſe of heav'nly Charms, 
The conqu'ring God held Captive in her Arms. 
Amid the Pleaſures of a ſweet Embrace, 
She talk'd of Cadmus, and Harmonia's Race. 
In thoſe ſoft Minutes choſe her Gricf to figh, 
When he could nothing, ſhe could ask, deny. 


Then thus begun: Sec, mighty Warrior, ſce! 


The bold Atchievemems of Virginity! 


Not with the ſhock of charging Hoſts diſmay'd, 
In the mid Battel glows the Martial Maid. 
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She ſports i in' Miſchief, bounteouſly cnclin'd, 

Our Race fall Victims to her Ways and Mind. 

Are then your Virtues interchang'd of late? 
Muſt ſhe from bloody Fields return in State, 
While you inglorious o'er the dewy Lawn 

Chaſe the ſwift Stag, or pierce the trembling Fawn? 


To her Complaints a liſt' ning Ear he lent ; 
Then ftreight from Heav'n down ruſh'd th' Armi- 
Anger alone attended on his Car, N 
Her Siſter Furies labour'd in the War. 
Thro' thickeſt Troops he to Diana broke, 
And in à ſurly Tone, imperious, ſpoke. 


My Father gives not thee to ſway the Fight, 
Timely retire, and Safety ſeek by Flight: 
Or elſe this Arm can ghaſtlier Terror ſpread, 
Than Pallas, aided by her Gorgon Head. 


What Courke for Prudence ſhall the Delian ſteer? 


: The God of Battels, this way, ſhakes his Spear. 


28%  POETICAL 

There Jour's Commands, if diſobey'd, deſtroy, 

And here, th' approaching Ruin of the Boy. 
She bluſh'd for Sorrow, to be forc'd to yield, 

| And in diſdainful Murmurs left the Field. 


Gruff Mars ſurvey'd the Theban b round, 

Till from Orion ſprung, he Dryas found: 

Gigantick Dryas, prone to vengeful Ire, 

PE er ſince the Scorpion bit his luſtful Sire, 

Who by Diana's Wrath receiv'd his Fate, 
Thence he purſues her Friends with reſtleſs Hate. 

None of Arcadian Growth he glad would ſpare, 

And thins the Ranks, and leaves the Monarch bare. 

They, who on cold Cyllene us'd to dwell, 

Or on Tegean Hills, promiſcuous fell. 

Th' Egyptian Succours, part, ignobly flie, 

And part maintain their Poſts, and greatly die. 

Still the young Leader thinks he can ſucceed, 

With his weak Arm muſt the huge Dryas bleed: 


Tho 


MISCELLANIE'S. 


Tho' much-fatigu'd, from Troop to Troop he roves, 
And without Reaſon likes, or diſapproves. 
Fate would not ſeize him by a quick Surpriſe, 
A thouſand direful Preſages ariſe, 
And gloomy Vapours overſpread his Mind, 
Forerunning Omens, when Death ſtalks behind. 
Now o'er his leſfen'd Train his Eye he caſt, 
And the true Dorceus there beheld ay laſt. 
He longs for Reſt, he finds his Strength * 
And ſteal by ſenſible degrees away. 
His Quiver, whoſe rich weight gave Pain before, 
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Gives greater now, exhauſted of its Store. 

No longer Dreams of Manhood feed his Joy, 

But to himſelf he, ſighing, owns the Boy. 

A chilling Fear ran curdling thro” his Blood, 
When Dryas rais'd his Shield, and threat'ning ſtood. 
As the Strymonian Swan, while from above 


Comes ſouſing down th' Imperial Bird of Jove, 


Fain would in th* ap'ning Bank its Body hide, 


And claps its Pinions cloſe on either fide, 
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So he, confounded with the bulky Gght . 
Of Dryas, trembled with no lefs a Fright. : 
Nor Rage enſu'd, but ſhort he drew his Breath 
With ſhiv'ring Horrors, ſuch as wait on Death. 1 
Howe' er to Trivia he begins to pra, 
All- pale ho thoots, and makes a faint Eſſay. 
Then the tough Eugh he more intenſely preſt, 
The diſtant Horns approach d, and touch'd hisBreaft, 
When a broad Spear, by his ſtrong Foe apply d, 
Did his ſtretch'd Bow - ſtring in the midſt divide. 
The Nerve thus broke, his Hands were uſeleſs grown, ; 
And peaceful drop'd the feather'd Ruin down. 
His Coutſer's Reins uncheck d, his Arms aground, 
He raves impatient of the yawning Wound, 
Which his Right Shoulder ſhow'd with grieſly Þ 
od Gang ccod didn ee i OY 
A third-untoward Blow: with 3 5 
Cut the hind Sine ws of his bounding Horſe. 
Then Dryas dy'd, and what ſeems ſtrange to tell, 
Of Wounds unconſcious. wonder'd why he fell. 
Lan 1 


& * 
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Long fince the ſecret Author was too plain, 

A Goddeſs rarely loves to threat in vain. | 

But the thin remnant of a num'rous Store, 
Arcadians on their Shields their Maſter bore. 

His ſimple Age his own Life fondly ſeorn'd, 
But the maim'd Courſer, as he fell, he mourn d. 
His looſen'd Helm his paler Cheeks ! 5 

The Roſes wither, and the Lillies fade. Var 
Beauty by ſlow degrees, tho? forc'd, retires, 

And ev'ry Grace unwillingly expires. 

The fleeting Soul they labour'd to reſtrain, | 
Thrice pluck'd his _— thrice ſtrerch'd his Neck 


in vain. 3 = ; | 
For the Geet Youth ev'n Thebans Tears beftow'd, 
1 While n. Streams 3 his fair nen . 


Into theſe Words at length he faintly broke; x 
ith ps Sobs long rrugyſing eber he m 


Dorceus, my Diſſolution now draws near, 
g o thou my Mother s drooping N cheer. 


| 25 Already ſhe (if I preſage aright) 


3 In the hot fight I ſought not thy Rep oſe, 
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In Dreams, or Omens, has beheld this ſight. 
Be artful, piouſſy ſuſpend her Grief, 
Nor tell her ſudden, that you loſt your Chief. 
Mind, that her Hands no fatal Weapon bear, 
When you, compell d to ſpeak, the Truth declare. 
Then ſay, he, dying, bad me thus relate, 
Alas! my Mother, I deſerv'd my Fate. 
Perverſe L liſten'd to the War's Alarms, 
Nor could thy Tears prevent the Choice of Arms. 


"I 
8 


But ruſh'd amidft the thickeſt of the Foes. 
Live then, the Source of all thy Care is gone, 
And in th' offending Boy forget the Son. 
No more from ſteep Lyceus wilt thou ſpy 
Vaſt Clouds of Duſt riſe curling to the Sky, | 
Nor hear the ſhouts of my pleas'd Sylvan Train; 
| Freezing I lie on the cold Theban Plain: 
Thy Abſence kind officious Aid denies 
To catch my lateſt Breath, and cloſe my Eyes. | 
Vet, 
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Yet take, dear Parent, take this length of Hair, 
For the whole Body this ſmall Portion bear. 

Then ſtretching out his Hand, he rais'd his Head, 
Theſe Locks thou daily lov'dſt to Comb, he ſaid, 
My Frowardneſs deſpis d, wouldſt ſtill adorn, 

Theſe thou in ſolemn Obſequies may'ſt mourn. 


bo 


But oh! beware, that none by ſtrict Command, 
Blunt my keen Darts with an unpractis'd Hand, 
Or with my Dogs again the Woods ſurround, 
Or dare to injure the leaſt fav'rite Hound. 
To Flames this luckleſs Armour I reſign, | 
Or hang it at th ungrateful Trivia s Shrine, 


* 
** 
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Jam nullam agnoſcus Tami, nullam Iſidis undam; 
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In Amorem Tam & Iſidic. 
Ympha Iſis liguidos Agros dum læta pererrat, 


N Incaluit madidæ Tamiis amore Dee. 
Serpit Amans tacitus, finuoſaque brachia circum 
Fundit, & Aterno Federe jungit aquas. 


Nunc Torrens idem, & Limes datur unus utrique, |. 
Nec doluere Vices Ille, wel Illa ſuas.  _ 4 


Tamus amat quicquid ſua dulcis ama verat Iſis; 4 


Et quod Tamus amat, Tamus & Iſis amant. 


Commune Imperium Tamiſis unus habet. 


tmitaiidl 
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: Imitated —Anno 1708. 


[ fkray'd, 
vw HILE thro' the Flow'ry Meads glad %s 


Enamour'd Tame purſu'd the lovely Maid: 
With filent Haſte to her Embraces flies, 
And on her Boſem ſinks in endleſs Bliſß. 
Nov both ſo one, one fruitful Bed ſtill bears, 
Alike the happy Change is His and Hers. 
Tame, what his charming /fs loves, enjoys; 
What” $ T: ane 8 delight, alike is Hers and lis. 
80 One, ſo happy i in cheir UNION, grown! 14 
Like Britain's ſelf, in Thames they're nom but One, 


4 Fon 2 — * * A = : * * 


Martial. Lib. 10. Ep. 


I 
Vitam que faciant Beatiorem, 
Jucundiſime Martialis hæc ſunt, Sc. 


1 Bx the ſame Hand. 


1 * Enjoy your Life in Happineſs, * mT 
My Friend, the Ways and Means are e theſe 


Deſcended Wealth, a fruitful Farm, | 

An Houſe by Scite and Structure warm: 
Still void of Strife. Your Dreſs {till plain; 
But unaffected, neat and clean. 

Alike at Peace in Head and Heart, 

And vig'rous Health in ev'ry Part. 
Truth without Craft, a Friend, or two, 
Juſt ſuch, and only ſuch, as you. 


- 


MISCELLANIES. 


A Table with cheap Plenty | pread ; 
Where Health, and no Diſeaſe, is fed. 
Still ſober Nights, yet free from Cares, 


A Bed, that Luſt nor Sorrow ſhares; 


Where pleaſing daily Labours give 
Unbroken Sleeps from Ten to Five. 
From further Views entirely free; 

But as you are. content to b. , 
And thus while all your Hours are paſt; 
Nor Fears, nor Fiſhes for your Laſs. 


S 8 Ko | 
. the * Hand. 


HEILLIS che Vong the _ the Gay! 
The Youth that fain would ſpoil "0 e 


Gives you at once the Bloom of _ 
And riper Digs: of 8 550 I olidw zu bot 
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Whilſt Mich NI” 0 prepares 

His Phillis for his Pleaſures, | 4 
Learn, Fair one, hence t eſcape his Snares, 

And fave your faireſt Treaſures. 


&« The Bloſſoms by too hot a Taint 


8 Soon droop, and fall neglected; | ? 
c And Fruit that has a Maggot 5 in 1, 3 
2 However Fair s rejected. N 

4 


CONT * LATI ON 
By 1 Mr. G A. 
W Hether amidſt the Gloom of Night! ftray, 
Or my glad Eyes enjoy revolving Day, 


Still Nature's various Face informs my Senſe, 
Of an ill-wiſe, alk. pow. rful Providence. 


When the gay Sun difſolves the breaking Night, 
And paints the diſtant Eaſtern Hills with Light, 
Colour returns, the Plains their Liv'ry wear, 

And a bright Verdure cloaths the ſmiling Year; 
The blooming Flow'rs with op'ning Beauties glow, . 
And grazing Flocks their milky *. 9 


— — 
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The barren Clifts with chalky Fronts ariſe, 
And a pure Azure arches o'er the Skies. 

But when the gloomy Reign of Night returns, 
Stript of her fading Pride all Nature mourns: 


The Trees no more their wonted Verdure boaft, 


But weep in dewy Tears their Beauty loſt; 
No diſtant Landskips draw our curious Eyes, 
Wrapt in Night's Robe the whole Creation lies. 


Vet ſtill, ev'n Now, while Darkneſs cloaths the Land, 


We view the Traces of th' Almighty Hand; 
Millions of Stars in Heav'ns wide Vault appear, 
And with new Glories hang the boundleſs Sphere: 
The Silver Moon her Weſtern Couch forſakes, 
And o'er the Skies her nightly Circle makes, 
Her ſolid Globe beats back the ſunny Rays, 
And to the World her borrow d Light repays, 


Whether thoſe Stars that twinkling Luſtre ſend, 


Are Suns, and rolling Worlds thoſe Suns attend, 


7 Ts. 
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Man may Conjecture, and new Schemes declare, 
Vet all his Syſtems but Conjectures are,; 

But this we know, that Heav'n's Eternal King, 2 
Who bid this Univerſe from Nothing ſpring, 

Can at his Word bid num'rous Worlds appear, 

And riſing Worlds th* All- pow'rful Word ſhall hear. 


All human Nature nightly Sleep repairs, 

Unbend the Mind, and ſoftens all its Cares; 

With Sleep the wearied Hind his Strength renews, 
And the next Morn his conſtant Task purſues. 
| When to the Weſtern Main the Sun deſcends, 
To other Lands a riſing Day he lends, h 
The ſpreading Dawn the watchful Shepherd ſpies, 
The wakeful Flocks from their warm Folds ariſe, 
Refreſh'd, the Peaſant ſeeks his early Toil, 
And bids the Plough correct the fallow Soil. 
While we in Sleep's Embraces waſte the Night, 
The Climes oppos'd enjoy Meridian Light; 
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And when their Clime the buſie Sun forſakes, 

With us again the roſie Morning wakes; | 
Each ſleeps in healthful Eaſe dull Night away, 
And neither Clime laments his abſent Ray. 


When the pure Soul is from the Body flown, 
No more ſhall Night's alternate Reign be known: 
To bleſt Abodes ſhe ſwiftly ſhoots away, 
And in thoſe Regions drinks Eternal Day; 

The Sun no more ſhall rolling Light beſtow, 

But from th' Almighty Streams of Glory flow. 
Oh, may ſome nobler Thought my Soul employ, 
Than empty, tranſient, ſublunary Joy ! 

The Stars ſhall drop, the Sun ſhall loſe his Flame, 
But thou, O God, tor ever ſhine the Same. 
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„. 1 N . 5 


FROM THE 


Greek of SAPH0. 


I. 
Mmortal Penus, to whoſe Name 
Millions of Altars daily flame; 

Daughter of Fove, whoſe flatt'ring Art 
Knows well to wound a Wretch's Heart; 


Sapho to you directs her Prayers: 
Afflict not thus my Soul with Cares; 
But ah! expel this raging Pain, 
Nor let my Wiſhes prove in vain. 


LEI 


EE rr 
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| II. 
If Miſeries your Pity move, 
If Sapbo has deſerv'd your Love, 
Hear me, and caſe a tortur'd Mind, 
And ſtill, as you were once, be kind; 
When Pity ſway'd your gentle Breaſt, 
And me above my Hopes you bleſt. 

III. 

Hither from Heav n you ak your * 
For ever Sacred be that Day; 
Vour wanton Birds the Chariot drew, 
Like Lightning thro' the Clouds they flew, 
With opening Wings they cut the Air, 
And left on Earth their Heav'nly Care; 
Then ſwiftly back your Sparrows flie, 
And waft the Chariot to the Skie. 

IV. 

A pleafing Smile your Face adorn'd ; 

You ask'd the Cauſe for which I mourn'd ; 


Twas 
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Twas then theſe joyful Words you ſaid, 

Why does my Sapho ſeek my Aid? 

If Love diftreſs'd has caus'd your Pain, 

You ſhall not ſue to me in vain. | 

The Youth whoſe Graces you admire, 
Shall burn.again with equal Fire; 

| Doom'd, tho? he now your Paſſion flies, 

A certain Victim to your Eyes. 

f | 1 

Mi o Venus, with propitious Care, 

Indulge my Flame, receive my Prayer; 

The Torments of uncertain Love, 

From my ſoft bleeding Heart remove; 

| Ah! with your own reſi ſtleſs Fire, 

Your dying Votary inſpire 

Do thou, bright Goddeſs, grant Succeſs; 
My Numbers ſhall thy Power confeſs. 


| on 
9 
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Part of the 


Fourth Book of L c N. 1 


By Mr. TICKEL 4. 


4 ' 


Cæſar, 1 1 70 give: Motta to 
Petreius and Afranius, Pompey? s Liente- 


nants in Spain) encamped near the Enemy 
in the ſame Field The Behaviour of their 
Soldiers, at their 2 aud knowing one 


another, is the Subj Ll the * Following 
„ e204 my Par 
T H E I R ance Friends as nov w they v nearer A 
drew, .;Itiq; Ne, .- MI 
Prepar'd for Fight the woods ring Soldiers 1 V 
Brother with Brother in unnat'ral Strife, 1 A 


And the Son arm'd againſt the Father's Life: 
Curſt Civil War! then Conſcience firſt was: felt, Be 
And the tough Veteran's Heart began to melt. | 
z Fix'd 


Fix*d in dumb Sorrow all at once they land, 
Then wave (a Pledge of Peace) the guiltleſs Hand; 


For Vent Ten thouſand ſtruggling Paſſions move, 


The Stings of Nature, and the Pangs of Love. 


All Order broken, wide their Arms they throw, 


And run, with Tranſport, to the longing Foc: 


Here their long-loſt eee Neighbours" 


claim, 
There an old Friend recalls his Comrade's Name, 


Youths, who i in Arts beneath one Tutor grew, 


Rome rent in rwain, and Kindred. Hoſts they. view: 


Tears wet their impious Arms, a fond Relief, 
And Kiſſes, broke by Sobs, the Words of Grief; - 
Though yet no Blood was ſpilt, each anxious Mind 


With Horror thinks on what his Rage deſi ign'd. 


Ah! generous * — why thus, with fruitleſs 


Pain, 
Beat ye thoſe Breaſts? wh nil thoſe - By in 


vain: ? 
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Your Generals, left by you, will love again, 


Holds this: vaſt Globe in one ſurrounding Chain, 


Soul of the World! and Love's Eternal Spring! 


304 


2 5 E TI C AL 


Why blame ye Heav' n, and * your Guilt on 
Fate? 


Why dread the Tyrant, me om your FO make 


moat? -. | | 
Bids He the Trumpet found? the Pris night, 
Bids He the Sandards move? refuſe the Fight. 
A Son and Father, when they'r re Private Men. | 


Kind Concord „ 258 bliGful Reign 


W hoſe Laws the jarring Elements controul, 
And knit each Atome cloſe from Pole to Pole; 


This lucky Hour, thy Aid, fair Goddeſs, bring: 
This lucky Hour, c'er aggravated Crimes 
Heap Guilt on Guilt, and doubly ſtain the Times. 
No Veil henceforth for Sin, for Pardon none; 
They know their Duty, now their Friends are 


known. 


Vain 


Vain Wiſh! from Blood ſhort muſt the Reſpite be,\ 
New n by Love inhanc'd, this I * . 


e 
| Such 1 is the Will of Fare, aol ſuch the hard De- 


eta, e babe wee ge 
Tw Peace. From: eicher Camp, now void of 


The Soldiers mingling chearful Feaſts prepare: 
On the green Sod the friendly Bowls were crown'd, 
And haſty. Banquets pid upon the Ground: 


Around the Fire they talk; one ſhows his Scar, 


One tells what Chance firſt led him to the Wars; 
Their Stories o'er the tedious Night prevail, 

And the mute Circle liſtens to the Tale. 

They own wy —— ſwear * ne'er Te | 
Hate. e 2463 07 Hal 33 
Deny their Guile and lay: the vg on Fate; 


1 
L 


heir Love revives, to make them guiltier grow, 


© NA ſhort-liv'd Bleſſing, but to heighten Woe. 
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When to Petrijus firſt the News was told, 
The jealous General Thought his Legions old. 
* 1785 the Guards, his png, Fury 
From out his Camp he ak the Hoſtile Crew; 


Cuts claſping Friends aſunder with his Sword, 


WO And Gains wich Blood each oi Bord. 


dame! 


Then thus his Wrath ue out. & Oh! loſt to 

« Oh! falſe to Pompey, and the Roman Name? 

« Can ye not conquer, ye degenerate Bands? 

<-©h! Die at leaſt; tis all that Rome domands. 

9 What? will 7* own, While 1 85 can wield the 
Sword, 1 * "If rn 217 

A Rebel Standard, and — ch 

ce Shall he be ſu'd to take you into Place 

« Amongſt his Slaves, and grant you abi 

What? thall my Life oo 1 . 
Thought! 2% 03 389 g 

= And Life abhorr'd, on ſuch e bought! 

The 


he 
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ce The Tots, we bear, my Friends, are not for Life, | | 
cc Too mean a Prize in ſuch 4 dreadful Strife; ; 


: cc 2 Peace would lead to Servitude and * 


« A fair Amuſement, and a ſpecious N. ame. 
« Never had Man explor'd the Iron Orc, 
c Mark!dout the Trench, or rais'd the lofty Tow'r 


« Ne'er had the Steed in Harneſs ſought the Plain, ©Y 


C Or Fleets encounter'd on the unſtable Main; | 


„ Were Life, were Breath „ with Fame to be wn 


. - - compar'd, 
& Or Peace to glorious Liberty preferr. 


E By guilty Oaths the hoſtile Army bound, 


« Holdsfaſt its impious Faith, and ſtands its Ground; 


“ Are you perfidious, who Eſpouſe the Laws, 


« And Traytors only in a Righteous Cauſe? 


Oh Shame! in vain through Nations far and wide, 
| © Thou call'ſt the crowding Monarchs to thy Side, 


« Fall'n Pompey! while thy Legions here betray 
« Thy cheap. bought B and treat thy Fame 


7 611 * 
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He ended fierce. The Soldier's Rage returns, 
His r penn, and his TE. turns. 


1 hap'ly tam d, he Tiger 4500 his is Bandy, 
Leſs grimly grow, and licks his Keeper's Hands; 
But if by chance he taſtes forbidden Gore, 

He yells amain, and makes his Dungeon roar. 

He glares, he foams, he aims a deſperate Bound, 

And his pale Maſter flies the en Ground. 
[aright 

Now Deeds are done, which Man might charge 
On ſtubborn F ate, or undiſcerning Night, 

Had not their Guilt the lawleſs Soldiers known, 
And made the whole Malignity their own. 

The Beds, the plenteous Tables float with Gore, 
And Breaſts are ſtabbꝰ' d, that were embrac'd before: 
Pity awhile their Hands from Slaughter kept, 
Inward they groan'd, and as they drew, they wept, 
But every Blow their wavering Rage aſſures, 


* 


* | Crowds 


n —_— 


In Murder hardens, and to Blood inures. 


MISCE LLANIES. 


Crowds charge on Crowds, nor x Friends ates Friends a; 
deſcry, 1 
But Sires by Sons, and Sons by Fathers die. MM 5 
Black Monſtrous Rage leach, with victorious Cries, 
Drags his ſlain Friend before the General's Eyes, —. 
Exults in Guilt, that throws the only Shame , 
On Pompey's Cauſe, and blots the Roman Name. 
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Written in the * EAR 1695. 


" ans STEELE. 


=— .. HE . of Man are doom'd to Pain and Strife 
BH Quiet and Eaſe are Foreign to our Life; 
No Satisfaction is, below, ſincere, 
Pleafure it ſelf has ſomething that's /evere- 
| But long the fickle, wayward Britiſh Iſle 
Its Sorrows did with flattering Joys beguile; 
To 


To 


By Dread MAR? 
Their wohted Luxiiry all Ordets leave, 1 
Win Joynt-conſent to be their Selves, and Grieve. » 


MISCEL 6 thts | 2 


To wild Fxceſfs their prantick Hürde f 5 
fe Tl AM's fowiagFortunes buoy em high: * 
But a chf Bamp, and Fainitheſs ſeize on all, „ 
5 Univerſal Fall: 


From diftant Homes the Pitying Nations cone, 
A Mourning Jorld attends her to the Tomb: 
The Poor, Her Firft and Deepeſt Mourners are, 


Firſt in Her Thoughts, and Eartieff i in Her Care; 


All Hand in Hand with common Friendly Woe, 
In Poverty, our Native State, they go: 


Some whom unſtable Errors did engage, 


By Luxury in Youth, to Need in Age: 
Some who had Virgin Vows for Wedlock broke, 


And where, they Help expected, found a Tote; by 


Others who i in their Want, feel double Weig ght 
From the Remembrance of a Pleniteous State ; 5 7 


poo There 


Br 2 0 E: TICAL 
There "Ou walk, who oft leſpairing dr 


Me 'Vier® d with their Infants deafning Sobs for Food; 
Then to a Dagger ran, with threat ' ning Eyes 12 
To ſtab their Boſoms, and to huſh their Cries; 
But in the thought they ttopp'd, their Locks they 
Threw down the Steel, and Cruelly forbear, bd 991 

The Innocents their Parent's Love forgive, 

Smile at their Fate, nor know they are to live: 

Theſe modeſt Wants had nei er been underſtood, 

But by MART. 4 's Canning to be good; ; 

2 None on their State now caſt a Pitying Eye, 

Hear their Complaints, or will their Want ſupply ; 

They move as if they went, ( deep” 8 their Moan) 


Not only Fo Her Grave, but to their own; $ - 
That were Relief, but coming Days they mourn, 
O n with Life, and fun to return. | 


1 With Dread Conmerny * ful Senate came, 
| Their Grief as all their Paſſions, i 1s the e ſang. : 
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The next Aſſembly diſnpates our Fears, 

The Stately Mourning Throng of | Britiſh Peers; 3 
There, is each Member skill'd, and able known 
For ev'ry weighty Purpoſe of a Throne; 
T' adorn, or to defend their Native Iſle, 
Or Jarring Neighbour States to reconcile; 
But moſt from Ormond's Port our Souls we chear, 
And Hecatombs expect for every Tear: 
For to the Foe is certain Vengeance ſent, 
When Heroes ſaffr, and the Brave liment 3 
To one their every Character may fall, [a I, 
Sommers, th* accompliſh'd Tongue which ſpeaks 'em 
That comprehenſive Man unskill'd in naught, f 
With all the Arts of Learn'd' Aſſemblies fraught 3 . 
Ready his Wit, his Language Free and Pure, 
His Judgment Quick and Sudden, yet mature; - 
He can their different Powers at once cp 
So juſtly i is he form'd to ſpeak their Senſe : ; 
But now dumb Sorrow repreſents em more, 
Than cer his Powerful Eloquence before, 
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Though when his Lips with their 8 
The . as OE as himſelf is now. 


low, 


N ow all are Paſt yon” Wond'rous Man appears, 
We yield to Gay Diſtreſs and comely Tears: 
Pillars! A Name defign'd by Nature Chia. 
T'invite to Joy, or reconcile to Grief. 


The Groſs of Men were to courſe Ufes Born, 


But Heav'n made them Creation to adorn; 

With mix'd diſturb'd Delight by all is ſeen, 

His Moving Manner, and his Speaking Mien; 
Rage, Pity, and Diſdain at once we trace, 

In the diſtracted Beauties of his Face; 

We meaſure his each Step, each Motion ſcan, 
The Grief of Woman! but the Strength of Man! 
To ſuch an Height his ſwoln Afflictions grow, 
H inſpires the Steed he leads with Human Woe ; 
The Generous Beaſt looks back to's Purple Side, 


And now laments, what was before his Pride: 


No 


le feels Neu Paſions as che Trumpet ſounds; 
Nor knows what Power his Courage ftole away, 
But heave® into big Sg when. he would: Neigb. 
| Here at a ſtand our weary'd Sorrow ſeems, 
Rack d with naw Form, and torturd with Extremes; 
Eer this fid Triumph paſt we found Relief, 
' Convigu'd Anguilly loſt the ſenſe of Grie ; 


Grief did all Bounds ambitiouſly deny, 


Lo! the Grim: Being moves with ſullen Pride; 


22 , . 
"Joh a # % 1 » ” 1 69 4 8 
oo * 8 I 0 = 
7 . (4 A * 0 1 A 
- 2 
9 
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No-more ar Voice of Martial Muſick bounds, 


But ftill the Chariot fainting Force ſupply d, 
Anew we all reviv'd, anew we dd 


Swell'd every Breaft, and melted every Eye. 4 
Lo! Death himfelF! See him Friumphant ride! 
His Jaws are glutted for th' enſuing Year, 
He N fan our Cities, and our Armies ſpare: 
The Mourtiers plac d on High with Locks * * 
Wirk down intended Looks our Souls direct. 4 
Gold, Purple, Tiffue, Crowns, Enchant rhe, fig er, 
And move our Grief, that us'd to give Delight. 


There drowſie Gems their Nat ature * no more; 


But gather Darkneſs now, as Light before * 


There all that's Bright i th Mido d World is ſeen, 


Too faint t ev'n the * . 


The next bright Objects paſs neglected bys 


| But as the Fair ones March, the lengthening Row | 


Inſpires a more familiar Kindly Mos: 


One Univerſal Face their Paſſion wears, 


But Darby hides in vain her Gu/hing Tears, + 
In Her AMiction takes an abject State, 


Somethi ing ſo very Low, yet very Great; 


No ſingle Cauſe ſo different Grief cou'd ſend, 
She Weeps as Subject, Servant, and a Friend: 


To cloſe the Pomp, the Fair Attendant Maids 


ar true Angels dreſs'd like fancy'd Shades; 
hei clouded Beauties ſpeak Man's gawdy Strife, 
h 8 li tering Miſerics of Humane Life. 


| Who th * theſs A's cee had Sonu 
Wou de per believe this were that very Queen; 


That very Queen, whom Heav'n ſo lately gavg,; 7 


A Crown, in the ſame Place where, now, Grave L 


1:fee Her yet, N ature and Fortune's Pride, 
A Scepter Grac'd her Hand, a King her Side, 
Ccœleſtial Vouth and Beauty did impart . . ; 

Extatick Viſion to the coldeſt Heart: N 


We ſaw her Children ſhould ſucceed her ay 


And future Monarchs round her Table Play. 
Her People's Acclamations rend the Skies, 
The ecchoing Firmament returns their Cries. 
She unconcern'd and careleſs 1 the whi 


Rewards their loud Applauſes with a Silk, al 


With eaſie Majeſty, and Humble State, 
Smiles at the 7rifle Power, and knows its date. 
What being prov'd ſo furiouſly enclin d, 
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But to che ſacred Fane fle Pomp is ed, 
* The: Wide Censauus Palace of the 4. 
N hat Hands commit the Beauteous, Good and 

1 Dearer Parr of I.... 1.4 M30 the Daft? 


W i 4 MW Hardthips PRO PE to] kis — 
And he Abroad, no Peace Repoſe could yield; 
She felt the diſtant Daugers of the Field. 

No form of State makes che Great Man forego, - 
| og Task due to ber jg and to — 


In Pity ro his _ ha not here: 
For to the mighty Loſs MEAS 
The next Affliction yuaxe.to fee him Cove. 


